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TO MY 


MOST HONOUR'D FRIEND 
Sir CHARLES SEDLET, Baronet. 


He Defign of Dedicating Playes, is 
as common and unjuſt , as that of 
defiring Seconds in a Duel. Tis 
engaging our Friends (it may be) 

in a ſenceleſs quarrel, where they 

BY have much to venture, without 
any concernment of their own. 

T have declar'd thus much before-hand, to prevent you 

from ſuſpicion, that I intend to intereſt either your 

judgment or your kindneſs, in defending the Errours 
of this Comedy. It ſucceeded ill in the repreſentation, 
againſt the opinion of many the beſt Judges of our Age, 
to whom you know I read it ere it was preſented pub- 
lickly. Whether the fault was in the Play it ſelf,orin the 
lameneſs of the Action, or in the number of its Ene- 
mies, who came reſolv'd to damn it for the Title, I 
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will not now diſpute : that wou d be too like the little 
ſatis faction which an unlucky Gameſter finds in the re- 
lation of every caſt by which he came to loſe his Mo- 
ney. I have had formerly ſo much ſucceſs, that the 
miſcarriage of this Play was onely my giving fortune 
her revenge: Tow'd it her; and ſhe was indulgent 
that ſhe exaſted not the paiment long before, I will 
therefore deal more reaſonably with you, than any 
Poet has ever done with any Patron: I do not ſo 
much as oblige you for my ſalee to paſat wo ill beureein 
reading of my Play. Think, if you pleaſe, that 
this Dedication is onely an occaſion Fhave taken to 
do my ſelf the greateſt honour imaginable with Poſte- 
rity ; that is, to be recorded in the number of thoſe 
Men whom you have favour'd with your Friendſhip 
and eſteem. For, I am well aſſur d, that beſides 
the preſent ſatisſaction Fhave,it will gain me the great- 
eſt part of my reputation with afrer-Ages, when they 
fhall find me valuing my ſelf on your kindneſs to me: 
I may have reaſon to ſuſpect my own credit with them, 
but I have none to doubt of yours. And they who 
perhaps wou d forget me in my Poems, wou'd remem- 
ber me in this Epiſtle. 

This was the courſe which has formerly been practis d 
by the Poets of that Nation who were Maſters of 
the Univerſe. Horace and Ovid, who had little reaſon. | 
to diſtruſt their Immortality; yet took occaſion to 
ſpeak with honour of Virgil, Varius, Tibullus, and Pro- 
pertius their Contemporaries : as if they ſought in the 
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teſtimony of their Friendſhip a farther evidence of 
their fame. For my own part, I, whoam the leaſt a- 
mongſt the Poers, have yet the fortune to be honour'd 
with the beſt Patron, and the beſt Friend. For, 
(to omit ſome Great Perſons of our Court, to whom I 
am many wayes oblig d, and who have taken care 
of me, even amidſt the Exigencies of a War,) 
F can make my boaſt to have found a better Me- 
cemas in the perſon of my Lord Treaſurer Clifford, and 
a more _— Tibullus in that of Sir Charles Sedley. 
L have choſen that Poet to whom I would reſemble 
you, not onely becauſe I think him at leaſt equal, if 
not ſuperiour to Ovid in his Elegies : nor becauſe of his 
quality for he was (you know) a Roman Knight as 
well as Ovid: but for his Candour, his Wealth, his 
way of Living, and particularly becauſe of this te- 
ſtmony which is given him by Horace, which I have a 
thouſand times in my mind apply'd to you. 

Non tu Corpus eras ſine pectore; Dit tibi formam, 

Dii tibi divitias dederant, artemq; fruend;. 

Quid woveat dulti Nutricuſa ma jus Alumno 

Qnam ſapere, & fari poſſut que ſentiat, & cui 

Gratia, forma, waletudo contingat abunde ; 

Et mundus vifius, non deficiente erumena ? 
Certainly the Poets of that Age enjoy d much hap- 
pineſs in the Converſation and Friendſhip of one ano- 
ther. They imitated the beſt way of Living, which 
was to purſue an innocent and inoffenfive Pleaſure; 
that which one of the Ancients called Eruditam volup- 
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tatem. We have, like them, our Genial Nights; 
where our diſcourſe is neither too ſerious, nor 
too light; but alwayes pleaſant, and for the moſt pare 
inſtructive: the raillery neither too ſharp upon the 

eſent, nor too cenſorious on the abſent; and the 
Cups onely ſuch as will raiſe the Converſation of the 
Night, without diſturbing the buſineſs of the Morrow. 
And thus far not only the Philoſophers, but the Fathers 
of the Church have gone, without leſſening their Repu- 
tation of good Manners, or of Piety. For this 
reaſon I have oſten Laugh d at the ignorant and ridi- 
culous Deſcriptions which ſome Pedants have given of 
the Wits (as they are pleas'd to call them : ) which 
are a Generation of Men as unknown to them, as the 
People of Tartary or the terra Anuſtralis are to us. 
And therefore as we draw Giants and Anthropophagi 
in thoſe vacances of our Maps , where we have not 
Travell'd to diſcover better; ſo thoſe wretches Paint 
leudneſs, Atheiſm, Folly, ill-Reaſoniog, and all man- 
ner of Extravagances amongſt us for want of ander- 
ſtanding what we are. Oitentimes it ſo falls our, that 
they have a particular picque to ſome one amongſt us; 
and then they immediately intereſt Heaven in their 
quarrel: As tis an uſual trick in Courts; when one 
defigns the ruine of his Enemy, to diſguiſe his 
malice with ſome concernment of the Kings : and 
to revenge his own cauſe, with pretence of vindicating 
the Honour of his Maſter.Such Wits as they deſcribe, l 
have never been ſo unfortunate to meet in your Com- 
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gany : but have often heard much better Reaſoning 
at your Table, than I have encounter d in their Books. 
The Wits they deſcribe, are the Fops we baniſh : for 
Blaſphemy and Atheiſm , if they were neither Sin nor 
Ml Manners, are Subjects fo very common, and worn 
ſo Thredbare,that people who have ſence avoid them, 
for fear of being ſuſpected to have none» It calls 
the good Name of their Wit in queſtion, as it does the 
Credit of a Citizen when his Shop is fill'd with Trum- 
peries, and Painted Titles in ſtead of Wares : we con- 
clude them Bancrupt to all manner of underſtanding: 
and, that to uſe Blaſphemy, is a kind of applying Pige- 
ons tothe Soles of the Feet : it proclaims their Fancy as 
well as judgment, to be in a deſperate condition. I am 
ſure for your own particular, if any of theſe Judges had 
once the happineſs to converſe with you, to hear the 
Candour of your Opinions; how freely you commend. 
that wit in others, of which you have ſo large a Portion 
your ſelf, how unapt you are to be cenſorious; with how 
much eaſineſs you ſpeak. ſo many things, and thoſe ſo 
Pointed, that no other Man is able to excell, or perhaps 
to reach by Study; they wou'd, in Read of your Ac- 
cuſers, become your Proſelites. They wou'd reve- 
rence ſo much good Sence, and ſo much. good Nature 
in the ſame perſon: and come, like the Satyre, to 
warm themſelves at that Fire, of which they were ig- 
norantly afraid, when they ſtood at diſtance. But, you 
have too great a Reputation to be wholly free from 
Cenſure.: tis a fine which Fortune ſets upon all extra- 
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ordinary perſons, and from which you ſhould not wiſh 
to be deliver d till you are dead. I have been, us'd by 
my Critiques much more ſeverely, and have more rea- 
ſon to complain, becauſe I am deeper tax'd for a leſs 
Eſtate, I am ridiculouſly enough accus'd to be a 
contemner of Univerſities, that is in other words, 
an Enemy of Learning: without the Foundation of 
which I am ſure no Man can pretend to be a Poet. And 
if this be not enough, Iam made a Detractor from my 
Predeceſſors, whom I conteſs to have been my Maſters 
in the Art. But this latter was the accuſation ot the beſt 
Judge, and almoſt the beſt Poet in the Latine Tongue. 
You find Horace complaininꝑ, that for taxing ſome Ver- 
ſes in Luciſius, he himſelf was blam'd by others, though 
his Deſign was no other than mine now, to improve 
the Knowledge of Poetry : and it was no defence to 
him, amongſt his Enemies, any. more than it is for 
me, that he Prais'd Lucilizs where he deſery'dit ; Pa- 
gina laudatur eadem. Tis for this reaſon I will be no 
more miſtaken tor my good meaning: I knowl ho- 
nout Ben Fobnſon more than my little Critiques, be- 
cauſe without vanity I may own, l underſtand him bet- 
ter. As for the Errors they pretend to find in me, I could 
eaſily ſhow them that the greateſt part of them ate Beau» 
ties: and for the reſt, I could recriminate upon the beſt 
Poets of our Nation, if I could reſolve to accuſe another 
of little faults, whamat the ſame time I admire-for great- 
er Excellencies. But I have neither concernment enough 
upon me to write any thing in my own Defence, nei- 
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cher will I gratifie the ambition of two wretched Scrib- 
lers, who deſire nothing more than to be Anſwer'd. 
I have not wanted Friends, even amongſt Strangers , 
who have defended me more ſtrongly, than my con- 
temptible Pedant cou'd attacque me. For the other: 
he is onely like Fungoſo in the Play, who follows 
the Faſhion at a diſtance , and adores the Faftidins 
Brick, of Oxford. Youcan bear me witneſs, that I 
have not conſideration enough for either of them to 
be angry: Let Mevixs and Bawins admire each other, 
L wiſh'to be hated by them and their Fellows, by 
the ſame reaſon for which I deſire to belov'd by you. 
And I leave it to the world, whether their judgment of 
my Poetry ought to be preferr'd to yours; though 
they are as much prejudic'd by their Malice, as I deſire 
you ſhould be led by your Kindneſs, to be partial to, 
Sir, 


Your moſt Humble 
and moſt Faithful Servant 


John Dryden. 


Prologue. 


Rologues, like Bells to Churches, tou you in 
With Chimeing Verſe , till the dull Playes begin: 
With this ſad difference though, of Pit aud Pue ; 
You damm the Poet, but the Prieſt damms you. 
But Prieſts can treat you at your own expence : 

And, gravely, call you Fooles without offence. 

Poets, poor Devils, have ner your Folly ſhown 

But, to their coſt, you prov d it was their own. 

For, when a Fop's preſented on the Stage, 

Straight all the Coxcombs in the Town ingage: 

For his deliverance, and revenge they joyn : 

And grunt, like Hogs, about their Captive Swine, 

Tour Poets daily ſplit upon this ſbelfe : 

Tou muſt haye Fooles, yet none will have himſelf. 

Or, if in kindneſs, you that leave would give, 

No man could write you at that rate you live : 


For ſome of you grow Fops with ſo much haſte, 


Riot in nonſence, and commit ſuch waſte, 
Twould Ruine Poets ſbould they ſpend ſo faſt. 
He who made this, obſerv*d what Farces hit, 
And durſt not diſoblige you now with wit. 
But,Gentlemen, you overdo the Mode : 
Tou muſt have Fooles out of the common Rode. 
Th unnatural ſtrain d Buffoon is onely taking : 
No Fop can pleaſe you now of Gods own making. 
Pardon 


Pardon our Poet if he ſpeaks hit Mind, 
Ton come to Plays with your own Follies lin'd : 
Small Fooles fall on you, like ſmall ſhowers, in vain: 
Tour own oyl d Coates keep ont all common raine. 
Tou muſt hade Mamamonchi, ſuch a Fop 
As would appear a Monſter in a Shop: 
Hee'l fill your Pit and Boxes to the brim, 
Where, Ram d in Crowds, you ſee your ſelves iu him. 
Sure there's * ſpell our Poet never knew, 
In bullibabilah da, and Chu, chu, chu. 
But Marabarah ſahem moſt did touch you, 
That is: Oh how we love the Mamamonchil 
Grimace and habit ſent you pleas'd away: 
Ton damm d the Poet, and cry d up the Play. 

This thought had made our Author more uneaſie, 
But that he hopes I'm Fool enough to pleaſe ye : 
But here s my griefe ; though Nature joyn d with art, 
Have cut me out to act a Fooling Part; 
Tet, to your praiſe, the few wits here will ſay, 
"Twas imitating you taught Haynes to Play, 


Perſons 


Perſons Repreſented. 


By 
Duke of Mantoua -——— Major Mobun: 
Prince Frederick his Son-- M Mr. Kynafton. 
Aurelian a Roman Gentleman Mr. Hart. 


Camillo his Friend- Mr. Burt. 
Mario Governor of Rome- Mr. Cartwright. 


Aſcanio , Page of Honour to — 1 


Prince — — —— 
Benito, Servant to . — Mr. Haynes. 


Valerio, Confident to the Duke - 
Fabio, Servant to Mario 


Sophronia, Abbeſs of the Torr di Zur Tames, 


Specchi.— 


Lucretia, a Lady defign'd ec to hoe Mrs. Marſball, 


— — 


Hippolita, a Nun. — Mrs. Knep, 
Laura 
and (Sen, Neeces to mo Mrs. Bowtel, 


Violetta Mrs. Cox. 
Scene, ROME E. 
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SCENE ROME. 
A Great Glaſs Plac'd. 


Enter Benito, with 4 Coittar in his hand. 


Ave you, ſweet Signior Benito ; by my faith I am 
glad to ſee you look ſo bonily to day: Gad, Sir, 
every thing becomes you to a miracle ! your Per- 

ruke, your Cloaths, your Hat, your Shoo- tyes; and, 

Gad, Sir, let —— — ou become every thing; 

you walk with ſuch a grace, and you o pliantly —— 

Aurelian within. Benito, Where are you, Sirrah ? 

Ben. Sirrah ! That my damn'd Maſter ſhould call a man of my 
extraordinary indowments , Sirrah! A man of my indowments ? 
Gad, 1 ask my own pardon, I mean, a perſon of my indowmenes; 
for a man of my and tallents, though he be but a Valet de 
Chambre, is à perſons and, let me tell my Maſter — 

Gad, I frown too, as like a perſon as any Jack-Gentleman 
of'em all; but, Cad, when I do not frown, I am an abſolute 
beauty: whatever this Claſs ayes 7 the contrary : and, — 


Benito 
bowing to 
theGlaſs, 
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Glaſs deny it, tis a baſe, lying Glaſs, ſo I'll tell it to its face, and 
Kick it do an into the bargain. 

Aurelia within, Why Benito, How long ſhall we ſtay fot 
you? 

Ben, I come, Sir, What the Devil would he have? 
But, by his favour, III firſt ſurvey my Dancing, and my Singing. 

He playes on the Guittar, and Dances and Sings to the Glaſs. 

I think that was not amiſs: I think ſo, Gad, I can; Layes dews 
Dance, and play no longer, I am in ſuch a rapture wich ae Guittar. 
my ſelf, What a — baſe fate have I? with all theſe ex- 
cellencies, and a profound wit, and yet to be a Serving-man ! 


Enter Aurelian and Camillo, 


Aur. Why, — Slave, you Dog, you Son of twenty Fathers 
am I to be (erv'd at this rate et y* A pox ofyour conceited 
coxcomb, 

Camillo. Nay, prythee, Aurelian, be not angry, 

Aur. You do not know this Rogue, as I do, Camillo. Now, by 
this Guittar, and that great looking-glaſs, I am certain how he has 
ſpent his time. He courts himſelf every — that Glaſs, at 
teaſt an hour: there admires his own perſon, and his parts, and ſtu- 
dies poſtures and grimaces , to make himſelf yet more ridiculous, 
than he was bora to be. 

Cam. You wrong him ſure. 

Aar. I do; for he is yet more —— him: Tne- 
ver ſent him on a meſſage, but he runs firſt to that Glaſs, to practice 
how he may become his errand, Speak, Is this a lye, Sirrah ? 

Ben, I confeſs, I have ſome kindneſs for the mirronr, 

Aur, The mirrout ! there's a touch of his Poetry too, he conld 
not call it a Glaſs, Then the Rogue has the impudence to make 
Sonnets, as he calls em; and, which is a greater impudence, he 
fings em too: there's not a Street in all Rowe which he does not 
night'y diſquiet with his villanons Serenades: with that Gyitrgr- 
there, the younger brother of a Cittern, he trights away the Watch” 
and for his Violin, it ſqueaks ſo lewdly, that Sir 7jbert in the gutter 
miſtakes him for his Miſtriſs, *Tis a meer Car-call, | 

Cam, Is this true Benito? | 


Bep. 


Love in a Nunnery. 3 


Ben, to Cam. afide, My Maſter, Sir, may ſay his pleaſure; I di- 
vert my ſelf ſometimes with hearing him: Alaſs, good Gentleman, 
tis not given to all perſons to penetrate into Mens parts and quali- 
ties 3 but I look on you, Sir, asa man of judgment, and thete- 
fore you ſhall hear me play and ſing. 

He takes wp the Guittar and begins. 

Aer. Why, you invincible Sor you, will nothing mend you:? 
Lay'e down, or 

Bey, to Camillo. Do ye ſee, Sir, this Enemy to the Muſes ? he 
will not let me hold forth to you, [ Layes down the Guittar, 
O Envy, and Ignorance, Whither will ! But, Gad, be- 
fore I'll ſuffer my parts to be kept in obſcurity 

Aur, What will you do; Raſcal? 

Ben. I'll take up the Guittar, and ſuffer heroically, 

He Playes, Aure, Kicks, 


Aur, What? Do you Mutiny ? 
Ben, Ay, do, kick till your toes ake; Ill be baffled in my Mu- 

ſick by ne'r a foot in Chriſtendome, 
Avr, III put you out of your time, with a vengeance to 
ou. 
J As Aurelian kicks harder, Benito ſings 
faſter, and ſometimes cryes out. 
Cam, bolding Awr, Nay, then tis time to ſtickle. Hold, 4s- 
relian , prythee ſpare Benito , you know we have occaſion for 


m. 

Awr, Ithink that was well kick d 

Ben, And I think that was well Sung too. 

Cam, Enough, Avrelian, 

Ben. No, Sir 5 let him proceed to diſcourage vertue, and ſee what 
will come ont. 

Cam, Now to our buſineſs: but we muſt fi ſt inftraRt Benito, 

Awr, Be rul'd by me, and do not truſt him: I propheſie he'll ſpoil 
the whole affair; he has a Worm in's head as long as a Conger , a 
brain ſo barren of all ſence, and yet ſo fruitful of fooliſh plots, that if 
he does not all things his own way, yet at leaſt he'll ever be ming- 
ling his deſigns with yours, and go halves with you, ſo that what 
with his ignorance, a hat with his p'otting, he'll be ſure to tuine you. 
with an intention to ſerve you, For my part I had turn'd him off 
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long ſince , but that my wiſe Father, commanded me the contra- 
ry. 

Cam, Still you (peak, as if what we did were choice, and not 
neceſſity: you know their Uacle is ſuſpicious of me, and conſequent] 
jea/ous of all my Servants; but it we employ yours, who is not ſuſ- 
pected, — you are a ſtranger; I doubt not to get an Aſſignati- 
on with t he younger Siſter, 

Aur. Well, uſe your own way, Camillo but if it ever ſucceed , 
with his management 

Cam. You muſt underſtand then, Benito, that this old Signior 
Mario, has two Neeces, with one of which I am. deſperately in Love, 


— — 


Ben, aſide to him, I underſtand you already, Sir, and you deſire 
Love reciprocal: Leave your buſineſs in my hands, a „ it it ſuc- 
ceed not, think me no wiſer than my Maſter. 

Cam, Pray take me with you, Theſe Siſters are great Beauties 
and vaſt Fortunes; but, by a Clauſe in their Fathers Will, if-cthey 
Marry without their Uncles Conſent, are to forfeit all. Their Un- 
cle, who is covetous, and baſe to the laſt degree, takes advantage of 
this Clauſe, and under pretence of not finding fit Matches for them, 
denies his conſent to all who love em. 

Ben, Denies em marriage : — — Sir. 

Cam, More than this, he r acceſs to any Suitor, and im- 
mures em in a mean appartment on the garden fide, where he bar- 
barouſly debars em from all humane Socitey. 

Bes. Uſes them moſt bat barouſly: Still better and better, 

Cam. The — of theſe Siſters, Violetta, I have ſeen often in 
the Garden, — e Balcony in this Chamber, which looks into 
it, have divers times ſhot Tickets on the point of an Arrow, which 
She has taken, and by the ſignes ſhe made me I find they were not 
ill receiv d. é 

Ben. III tell you now, juſt ſuch an Amour as this had I once 
with a young Lady, thar 

Aar. Quote your ſelf agen, you Rogue, and my feet ſhall renew 
their acquaintance with your Buttocks. 

Cam. Dear Benito, take care to convey this Ticker to Yioletta : I 
ſaw her juſt now go by to the next Chappel ; be ſure to ſtand ready 
to give her Holy - water, and ſlip the Ticket into the hand of her Wo- 

man 
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man Beatrix; And take care the elder Siſter Laura ſees you not, 
for (he knows nothing of our Amour. 

Ben, A word to rhe wiſe, 
Have you no Service to Laxrs ? [To Aurelian, 

Aur. None that I ſhall trouble you withall: I'll ſee firſt what re- 
turns you make from this Voyage, before I put in my venture with 
you, Away; be gone, Mr. Mercury. . 

Ben, | fly, Mr, Jupiter. [ Exit, 

Aur, This Lady Laura I have ſeen from your Balcone, and was 
feen by her: methought, too, ſhe lookt with a languiſhing eye upon 
me, as who ſhould ſay, Are you a man, and have no pitty for a poor 
diſtreſſed Virgin? For my part, I never found ſo nas diſpoſition in 
my ſelf to Love any woman at firſt ſight : handſome ſhe is, of that 
I am certain. 

Cam, And has Wit, I dare aſſure you; but I have not heard ſhe 
has admitted of any Gallantry. 

Aur. Her hour is not come yet; ſhe has not met with a man to 
Love: when that happens ( as I am reſoly'd to puſh my fortune) 
you ſhall ſee that, as her love warms, her vertue will melt down, and 
diſſolve in it. for there's no ſuch Baud to a woman, as her own 
wit is, 

Cam, I look upon the Aſſignation, as certain: Will you promiſe 
me to go? You and Benito (hall walk in the Garden, while I ſearch 
the Nymph within the ſhadezone thing I had forgot to tell you, that 
our General of the Church, the Duke of Mantona, and the Prince 
his Son, are juſt approaching the Gates of Rome: Will you go ſee 
the Ceremony of their Entrance * | 

Aur. With all my heart. They ſay. he has behay'd himſelf gal- 
lantly againſt the French, at their tetun from Naples: beſides, I have 
a particular knowledge of young Prince Frederick, ever ſince he was 

at our Yenetian Carnival. 

Cam, Away, then, quickly; leaſt we miſs the Solemnity, = 

Exeunt, 


Enter Laura, and Violetta ſtriving about 4 Letter, which 
Laura holds, 
Via. Let it go, I (ay: 
Las, I ſay, let you go. K 
V. 
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Vio. Nay, ſweet Siſter Laura. 

Las, Nay, dear Violetta, tis in vain to contend, I am reſolv d 
III ſee it. [ Placks the Paper from Violetta. 

Vio. But Iam reſoly'd you ſhall not read it, I know not what 
authority this is which you aſſume, or what priviledge a year or two 
can give you, to uſe this Soveraignty over me, 

Las. Do you rebell young Genclewoman? I'll make you know 
I have a double tight over you: one, as I have more years; and the 
other as I have more wit. 

Vio. Though I am not all Ayr and Fire, as you are, yet that lit- 
-—— have, will ſerve to conduct my Affairs, without a Gover- 

Las, No, Gentlewoman, but it (hall not: are you fit at Fifteen 
to be truſted with a Maidenhead ? Tis as much your betters can 
manage at full twenty. 


For ti of 4 nature ſo ſubtil, 

That, if "tis not Lated with care 

The Spirit will work through the Bottel, 

And vaniſh away into Ayr. 

To keep it, there t nothing ſo hard n, 

"Twill go betwixt waking and ſleeping, 

The Simple tos weak for 4 guard is, 

And xo Wit would be plage d with the keeping, 


vis. For ought I ſee, you are as little to be truſted with your 
Madneſs , as I with my Simplicity; and therefore pray reſtore my 
Letter, 

Las, reading it, What's here? An humble Petition for a private 
Meeting e Are you twittering at that ſport already, Miftriſs No- 
vice? 

Vio. How! I a Novice, at ripe Fifteen? I would have you to 
know, that I have kill'd my Man before I was Fourteen, and now 
am ready for another execution. 

Lax. A very forward Roſe-bad: you open apace, Gentlewoman. 
I find indeed your defires are quick enough 3 bur where will you 
have cunning to carry on your buſineſs with decency and ſecrecy © Se- 
crecy, 1 ſay, which is a main part of chaſtity in our Sex, Where 

wit, 
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wit, to be ſenſible of the delicacies of Love © the tenderneſs of a 
farewell-figh? for an abſences the joy of a return? the zeal of a 
preſfing-hand ? the ſweernels of little quarrels, caus'd, and cur'd, by 
the exceſs of Love? and, in ſhort, the pleaſing dilquiets of the 
Soul , _ reſtleſs, and wandring up and down in a paradiſe of 
thought, of its own — 

Vio. If I underſtood not thus much before, I find you are an ex- 
cellent inſtructer, aud that argues you have had a feeling of the 
cauſe in your time too, Siſter, 

Las. What have I confeſs'd before I was aware! She'il find out 
my inclination to that ſtranger, whom I have only feen, and to whom 
I have never ſpoket———— #Ffde, No, good Violetta, I never 
was in Love; all my experience is from Flayes and Romances : 
But who is this man, to whom you have promis'd an Aſſigna- 
tion? ä 
Vis. You'll tell my Uncle. 

Las, I hate my Uncle more than you do. 

Vie. You know the man, tis Signior Camillo his Birth 
and Fortunes are equal to what I can expect; and he tells me his in- 


tentions are Honourable. 

Las. Have I not feen him lately in his Balcone, which looks into 
our Garden , with another handſome Gentleman in his Company, 
who ſeems a ſtranger :? 

Vio. They are the (ame; Da you think it areaſonable thing, dear 
Laura, that my Uncle ſhould keep us up ſo ſtrictly, that we muſt be 
8 to hereſay, to know a young Gallant is in the next houſe to 


us 
Las. 'Tis hard, indeed, to be mew'd like Hawks, and never 
Man'd: to be lock d in like Nuns here. 
Vie, They that look for Nuns fleſh in me ſhall be miſtaken, 
Las, Well, What anſwer have you return'd to this Letter? 
Vie. That I would meet him at eight this evening, in the 
cloſe walk in the Carden, attended onely by Beatrix my Wo- 
man. 
La. Who comes with him? 
Vis, ay his friend's Man Benito; the ſame who brought me the 


Lettet which you cook from me, 
| Zan 
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Las, Stay, let me think a little, Do Camille, or this Benito, 
know your Maid Beatrix * 

Vio. They have never talk'd with her z bur only ſeen her. 

Las, Tis concluded then; you ſhall meer your Servant, but I'll 
be your Beatrix : I'll go in ſtead of her, and counterfeit your waiting- 
woman: in the dark I may eaſily paſs for her: By this means I 
Mall be preſent to inſtruct you; A you are yer a Callow Maid: I 
muſt reach you to Peck a little, you may come to Prey tor your ſelt 
in time, 

Vio. A little teaching will ſerve my turn: if the old one left me 
to my ſelf, I could go near to get my Living. 

Las, I find you are eager, and Baiting to be gone already, and I'll 
not hinder you when your hour approaches. In the mean time go 
in, and figh, and think fondly, and ignorantly of your approa 
10g pleaſures : 


Love, in young hearts, is like the muſt of Wine; 
Tis ſweeteſt then; but elder tis more fine. Extent, 


Acr. II. Scens I. 


The Front of a Nunnery. 


Prince Frederick, Aurelian, Camillo, and Aſcanio 
the Princes Page. 


Y Fathers antient, and may repoſe himſelf, 
if he pleaſes, after the Ceremony of his 
Entrance; but we, who are younger, 
ſhould think it a fin, to ſpend any part of 
day-light in a Chamber. What are your 


Fred. 


wayes of living here? 
Cam, 
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Cam, Why Sir, we paſs our time, either in converſation alone, or 
in Love alone, or in Love and Converſation together. 

Fred, Come, explain, explain, my Counſel learned in the Laws 
of Living. 

Cam, For converſation alone; that's either in going to Court, 
with a Face of Buſineſs, and there diſcourſing of p 4 affairs ot 
Europe , of which, Rowe, you know, is the publick Mart ; or, at 
beſt, meeting the Yert#oſs , and there, wearying one another with 
rehearſing our own works, in Proſe and Poetry, 

Fred, Away with that dry method, I will have none out. To 
the next. 

Cam, Love alone, is either plain wenching, where every Curti- 
zan is your Miſtriſs, and every Man your Rival; or elſe, what's worſe, 
plain whining after one Woman: that is, walking before her door 
by day, and — her ſtreet by night, with Guictars, dark Lan- 
thorns, and Rondaches. 

Awr. Which, I take it, is, or will be our caſe, Camillo. 

Fred. Neither of theſe will fit my humour : it your third prove 
not more pleaſant, I ſhall ſtick co the old Almaine recreation; the 
—— bottel, and the bounteous glaſs, that tun d up old Horace to 

1s Ode,. 

Aur, You ſhall need to have no recourſe to that; for Love, and 
Converſation will do your buſineſs : that is, Sir, a moſt delicious 
Curtizan , I do not mean down-right Punk, but Punk of more than 
ordinary (ence in Converſation : Punk in Ragou, Punk who — 
on the Lute, and Sings; and, to ſum up all, Punk who Cooks and 
Dreſſes up her ſelf, with Poynan: Sawce, to become a new Diſh eve- 
ry time ſhe is ſerv d up to you, 

Fred. This I believe, Aurelian, is your method of living, you 
talk of it ſo ſavotily. 

Aur, There is yet another more inſipid ſort of Love and Con- 
verſation: as for example, look you there, Sir; the | Pointing to 
Courtſhip of our Nuns, They talk prettily; but, a | the Nunnery 
Pox on em, they raiſe our appetites, and then ſtarve us, They 
are as dangerous as cold Fruits without Wine, and are never to be 
us'd but where there are abundance of Wenches in readineſs, to 
qualihe em. 

Cam, Burt yet they are ever at 2 „ and eaſie to come bys 
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and if you'l believe an experienc'd ſinner, eaſineſs in Love is more 
than halt the pleaſure of it. 

Fre, This way of chatting pleaſes me; for debauchery, I hate 
itz and, to Love, is not inmy nature, except it be my Friends, Pray, 
What do you call that Nunnery. 

Cam, Tis a Houſe of Benedifines , call'd the Torre di Specchi, 
where only Ladies of the beſt Quality are Profeſs'd, 

Lucretia and Hippolita appear at the Grates, 

Aur, Look you yonder, Sir, are tuo of the pretty Magpies, in 
white and black: if you will lull your ſelf into a Platonick Dream 
you may: but, conſider your ſport will be but dull, when you play 
without Stakes. 

Fred, No matter, Vil fool away an hour of Courtſhip , for 1 
never yet was engag'd in a ſerious love, nor I believe can be. Fare- 
well, Gentlemen; at this time I ſhall diſpence with your attendance: 
nay, without Ceremony, becauſe I would be incognito. 

Cam. Come then, Azrelian, to our own affairs. 

Exeant Aur. and Camillo. 
The Prince and Aſcanio approach, 

Fred, to Lu. For what Crime, fair Creature, were you condemn'd 
to this perpetual Priſon? 

Luc, For Chaſtity and Devotion, and two or three ſuch melan- 
cholly vertues : they firſt brought me hither, and now muſt keep 
me — | 

Fred. I ſhould rather have gueſs'd it had been Murder, and that 
you are veil'd, for fear of doing more miſchief wirh thoſe Eyes : for, 
indeed, they are too ſharp to be truſted out of the Scabbard, 

Luc, Ceaſe, I beſeech you, to accuſe wy Eyes, till they have 
done ſome execution on your heart. 

Fred, But I am out of reach, perhaps, 

Luc. Truſt not to that; they may ſhoot at a diſtance, though they 
cannot ſtrike you near at hand, 

Fred. But, if they ſhould kill, you are ne'r the bettet: there's a 
Grate berwix: us, and you cannot fetch in the dead Quarry, 

Luc, Provided we deſt:oy the Enemy, we do not value their dead 
bodies: but you, perhaps, are in your firſt error, and think we are ra- 
ther Captives than Warriours that we come like Priſoners to the 


Gtate, to beg the Charity of Paſſengers for their love. 
Fre. 
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Fre, to Aſcani, * as dexterouſly as you can, what is the 
Name and Quality of this Charming Creature, 

Lac, to Hip, Be (ure, it the Page approaches you, to get out of 
him his Maſters Name, The Prince aud Lucretia [roms to talk, 

Hip. ts Aſca. By that ſhore whiſper which I obſerv'd you took 
with your Maſter, I imagine, Mr, Page, you come to ask a certain 
queſtion of me, | 

Aſca. By this thy queſtion, and by that whiſper with thy Lady, (O 
thou Nymph of Devotion! )I find I am to impart a ſecret, and not to 
ask one: therefore, either confeſs thou a t yet a meer Woman un- 
der that Veil, and by conſequence moſt horribly inquiſitive, ot thou 
ſhale loſe thy longing, and know nothing of my Maſter, 

Hip. By my Virginity, you ſhall cell firſt, 

Aſca. You'll break your Oath, on purpoſe to make the forfeit, 

Hip. Your Maſter is call'd 

A(ca, You Lady is Vclip d 

Hip. For decency, in all matters of Love, the Man ſhould offer 
firſt, you know, 

Aſca, That needs not, when the Damſel is ſo willing. 

Hip, But I have (worn not to diſcover firſt, that her Name is Ma- 
dam Lucretiaz fair, as you ſee, toa Miracle, and of a moſt charm- 
ing converſation; of Royal blood, and Neece to his Holineſs ; and, 
if the were not eſpous d ro Heaven, a Miſtriſs for a Soveraign 


Prince, 

Aſca. After theſe Encomiums , twere vain for me to praiſe my 
Maſter: he s only =_ Prince Frederick, otherwiſe call d the P ince 
of Maentows 5 liberal, and valiant, diſcreet and handſome, and, in my 
ſimple judgment, a fitter Servant for your Lady , than his old Fa- 
ther, who is a Soveraign, 

Hip, Date you make all this good you have ſaid of your Ma- 
ſter ? 

Aſca. Ves, and as much more of my ſelf to you. 

Hip. I defy you upon't, as my Lady's Second. 

42 As my Maſters, I accept it. The time:? 

Hip. Six this evening, 

4. he place? 

Hip, At this Grate, 

Aſca, The Weapons? 
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Hip, Hands, and it may be Lips, 

Aſca. 'Tis enough: expect to hear from me. 

They withdraw and whiſper to their Principals, 
After the whiſper, 

Fred to Lac. Madam, I am glad I know my enemy; for ſince it 
is impoſſible to ſee, and not admire you, the name of Lucretia is the 
beſt excuſe for my defeat. 

Luc. Perſons, like Prince Frederick, ought not to aſſault Religi- 
ous Houſes; or to purſue Chaſtity and Virtue to their laſt re- 
treat. 

Fred, A Monaſtery is no retreat for Chaſtity 3 tis only a hiding 
lace for bad faces, where they are thruſt in Crowds together, like 
eaps of rubbiſh out of the way, that the world may not be peo- 

pled with deform'd perſons, and that ſuch who are out of Flay them- 
ſelves, may pray for a bleſting on their endeavours, who are getting 
— ome Childten: and carrying on the work for publick be- 
nefit. 

Luc, Then you would put off Heaven with your leavings, and 
uſe it like them who play at Cards alone, take the Courts tor your 
ſelves, and give the refuſe to the Gentleman, 

Fred. You miſtake me, Madam; I would ſo contrive it, that 
Heaven and we miglu be ſetv d at once: we have occaſion for Wit 
and Beauty; now Piety and Uglineſs will do as well for Heaven 
that playes at one Game, and we at another, and therefore heaven 
may make its hand with the ſame Cards that we put our, 

Loc, I could eafily convince you if the argument concern d me; 
but I am one of thoſe, whom, for want of wit and beauty, you have 
condemn'd to — — and therefore am your humble Servant to 
Pray for your handſome Wife and Children, 

Fred. Heaven forbid, Madam , that I ſhould condemn you, or 
indeed any handſome woman, to be Religious. No, Madam; the 
occaſions of the World are great and urgent for ſuch as you: and, 
for my part, I am of opinion, that it is as great a Sin for a Beauty to 
enter into a Nunnery, as for an ugly woman to ſtay out of 
it, 

Lus. The Cares of the World are not yet upon ycus but as 
ſoon as ever you come to be afflicted with Sic: neſs, or viſited with a 
Wife, you'll be content I ſhould pray for you, 

Fre 
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Fre. Any where, rather than in a Cloyſter; for, truly, I ſuppoſe, 
all your Prayers there will be how 7 — out of it; and, upon that 
ſuppoſition, Madam, I am come to you my ſervice for your re- 
demption, Come, faith, be perſwaded, the Church ſhall loſe no- 
thing by it: I'll take you out, and put in two or three Crooked 
Apoſtles in your place, Bell rings within. 

Luc, Hark, the Bell rings, I muſt leave you: tis a ſummons to 
our Devotida. 

Fred, Will you leave me for your Prayets, Madam? You may 
have enough of them at any time, but remember you cannot have a 
Man ſo — 

Tac. Well, I'll ſay my Beads for you, and that's but Charity, 
tor I believe I leave you in a moſt deplorable condition, 

Extunt Women. 

Fred, Not deplorable neither, but a little altred: if I could be in 
Love, as I am ſure I cannot, it ſhould be with her, for I like her con- 
verſation ſtrangely, 

Aſca. Then, as young as 1 am, Sir, I am before-hand with you 
for I am in Love already, I would fain make the firſt proof of my Man · 
hood upon a Nun: I find I have a mighty grudging to Holy Fleſh. 

Fred, I'll ply Lucretia again, as ſoon as ever her Devotion's over, 
Methinks theſe Nuns divide their time moſt admirably : from Love 
to Prayers; from Prayers to Love: that is, juſt ſo much Sin, juſt ſo 
much Godlineſs, 

Aſca. Then I can claim that Siſter's Love by merit: 

Half Man, halt Boy; for her half Fleſh, half Spirit. Extunt, 


SCENE II. A Street. 


Aurelian and Camillo. 


Aer. III proceed no farther, if Benito goes: I know his folly 
will procuce ſome miſchict, 
Cam, But Violetta deſir d me, in her Note, to bring him, on pur- 
poſe to paſs the time with her Woman Beatrix, 
Aur. That objection is eafily remoy'd: I'll ſupply Beniro's place; 
the darkneſs will prevent diſcovery, and, for my diicouiſe, I'll imirate 
the 
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= half Wit, and patch'd breeding of a Fal de Cham 
re. 

Cam, But how ſhall we get rid of him ? 

Aur, Let me alone tor that. 


Enter Benito. | 

Ben. Come, Are we ready, Gallants# the Clock's upon the ſtroke 
of Eight. 

* But we have alter d our reſolution: we go another way to 
night. 

Ben. I hope you have not broke my Aſſignation. 

Aur, Why do you hope ſo? 

Ben. Becauſe my reputation is engag d in't: Vave ſtipulated upon 
my honour that you ſhall come, 

Aar. | ſhall beat you if you follow me, Go, Sitrah, and adjourn 
to the great looking-glaſs, and let me hear no more from you till 
to morrow morning, 

Ben, Sir, my fidelity, and, if I may be ſo vain, my diſcretion may 
ſtand you in ſome ſtead, 

Aur, Well, come along then, they are brave Fellows who have 
challeng'd us, you ſhall have fighting enough, Sir, 

Ben. How, Sir, Fighting 

Aur, You may ſcape with the loſs of a Leg, or an arm, or ſome 
ſuch tranſitory limb. 

Ben. No, Sir; I have that abſolute obedience to your com- 
mands , that I will bridle my courage, and ſtay at home. Exit. 

Cam, You took the only way to be rid of him, There's the 
wall: behind yond pane of it we'll ſer up the Ladder. E xeunt. 
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SCENE III. A Night-piece of a Garden. 


Enter Laura and Violetta. 
Vie. Remember your waiting-womans part, Laura. 
Las, I warrant you, I'll wait on you by night as well as I go- 
vern d you by day, 


Vis. 
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Vis, Hark, I hear foot-ſtepsz and now, methinks, I ſee ſomething 
approaching us, 
Las, They are certainly the Men whom we expeR. 


Enter Autelian and Camillo. 


Cam, I hear Womens voices, 

Aur, Weare right, I warrane you, 

Cam, Violetta, my Love! 

Vio. My dear Camillo ! 

Cam, O (peak thoſe words again: my own name never ſounded 
ſo (ſweetly to me, as when you ſpoke it, and made me happy by ad- 
ding Dear to it, a 

Vis, Speak ſoftly then, I have ſtoln theſe few minutes from my 
watchfal Uncle and my Siſter, and they are as full of er as they 
are of love, Something within me checks me too, and (ayes, I was 
too forward in ventring *thus to meet you, 

. Cam, You are too fearful rather, and fear's the greateſt enemy to 
ove. 

Vio. But night will hide my bluſhes, when I tell you{l love you 
much, or I had never truſted my virtue and my perſon in your 


Cam, Ihe one is ſacred, and the other ſafe, but this auſpicious 
minute is our firſt of near converſe, May I not hope that favour, 
which ſtrangers, in civility, may claim even from the moſt reſery'd 2 


[ Kiſſes her band, 
Vio. I fear you'll cenſure me. 
Cam, Yes, as the bleſt above tax heaven for making them fo 
happy. [ They walk farther off.. 
Aar. ſtepping towards Las. Damſel of darkneſs, advance, and meet 
my flames. 
Las, ſtepping forward, Right truſty Valet, heard, but yet unſeen, 
I have advanced one ſtep on reputation, 
Awr. Now, by laudable cuſtome, I am to love thee vehe 
mently, 
Las, We ſhould do well to ſee each other fitit: You know tis 
ill taking Money without liz hr, 
Avr. O, but the coyn of Love is known by the weight only, ang 
you 
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yon may feel it in the dark : Beſides, you know tis Prince-like to 
Love without ſeeing, 

Las, But then you may be ſerv!d as Princes are ſometimes. 

Aar. Let us make haſte however, and diſpatch a little Love out 
of the way: we may do it now with eaſe, and ſave our (elves a 
great deal of trouble, if we take it in time, before it grows too 
taſt upon our hands. 

Las, Fie, no; let us Love diſcreetly, we muſt manage cur paſſi- 
on, and not love all our love out at one meeting, but leave ſome tor - 
another time, 

Aur, I am for applying the Plaiſter whilſt the wound is green, 
twill heal the better. [Takes her by the band, 

Las. Let go my hand: What crime has the poor wretch com- 
— that you preſs it thus? I remember no miſchief it has 

one you, 

hs. O *cis a hainous malefactour, and is preſs'd by Law, becauſe 
it will confeſs nothing, Come, withdraw a little farther, we have 
urgent buſineſs with one another, 

Lau, Twere a ſhame to quit my ground upon the firſt charge; 
yer if you pleaſe to take truce a little, I will conſent to go behind 
the Lovers, and liſten with you. 

Aur, I vonder you defer'd the Propoſition ſo long. I were nei- 
ther true N. let, nor you true Woman it we could not Eves-drop. 

They retire behind the other two, who come forward upon the Stage, 

Cam, kiſring Violetta hand, C ve me another yet, and then 

Vio. And then will you be ſatisfy'd ? 

Cam, And then III ask a thouſand more, and net be ſatisſy d. 
Kiſſes are but thin nouriſhment, they are too ſoon digeſted, and hun- 
gry Love craves more, 

Vio. You feed a Wolf within you. 

Cam. Then feaſt my Love with a more ſolid dyet. He makes us 
now a Miſers Feaſt, and we foi beat to take our fill, The ſilent night, 
and all theſe downy hours were made for Lovers: Gently they tread, 
and ſoftly meaſure time, that no rude noiſe may fright the tender 
Maid, from giving all her ſoul to melting joyes, 

Vio. You do not love me; if you did, you would not 
Thus urge your ſatisfaction in my ſhame; 
At beſt, I ſee you would not love me long, 
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For they who plunder do not mean to ſtay. 

Cam, I haſte to take poſſeſſion of my own, 

Vis, E're Heaven and holy vows have made it ſo £ 

Cam, Then witneſs Heaven, and all theſe twinkling Stats 

io, Hold, hold; you are diſtemper'd with your love: 
Time, place, and ſtrong defires now ſwear, not you. 

Cam, Is not Love love without a Prieſt and Altars? 
The Temples are inanimate, and know not 
W hat Vows are made in them; the Prieſt ſtands ready 
For his hire, and cares not what hearts he couples, 
Love alone is marriage, 

Vis, I never will receive theſe Mid-night Vows; 

But when I come hereafter to your Arms, 
Til bring you a ſincere, full, perfect bliſs, 
Then you will thank me that I kept it ſo, 
And traſt my faith hereafter. 

Las, There's your deſtiny, Lover mine: I am to be honeſt by in- 
fection; my ——— — — 

Aur. Truth is, they are a loſt couple, unleſs by our ex- 
ample.Come,ſhall we begin firſt,and ſhame them both 25 her by 

Las, You'll never be warn d of this hand, Benito Tube band again, 

Aur, Oh, tis ſo ſoft, as it were made on purpoſe to take hearts, 
and handle them without hurting. Theſe Taper fingers too, and 
even joynts, ſo ſupple, that methinks I mould em as they paſs 
through mine: nay, in my conſcience, th it be nonſence to ſay it, 
your hand feels white too. 

Las, Methinks yours is not very hard, for a Serving - mans: but 
where, in the name of wonder, have you learn'd to talk ſo courtly ? 
you are a ſtrange Yalet de Chambre, 

Asr And you are as ſtrange a Waiting-woman: you have ſo ſtab d me 
with your Repartees to night, that I ſhould be glad to change the 
weaponto be reveng'd on you, 

Lav. Theſe, I ſuppoſe, are fragments which you learn'd from your 
wild Maſter Awrelias : many a poor woman has paſs d through his 
hands, with theſe very words, You treat me juſt like a Serving- 
man, with the cold Meat which comes from your Maſters Table, 

Aur. You could never have ſuſpected me for uſing my Maſters 
wit, if you had not been guilty of put — from your Lek. Iam 
told, 
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told, that Laura, your Miſtreſſes Siſter, has wit enough to confound 
a hundred Awrelians. | 
Las. | ſhall do your commendations to Laura for your comple- 
ment, 
Avr, And I ſhall not fail to revenge my ſelf by informing Aurelian 


of yours, 
Enter Benito with a Guittar, 


Bey, The poor ſouls ſhall not loſe by the bargain, — pr foo- 
liſh gadding Maſters have diſappointed them. That Ladder of 
— was doubtleſs left there by the young Lady in hope of 
them, 

Vio. Hark, I hear a noiſe in the Garden. 

Las, I tear we ate betray'd, 

Cam, Fear nothing, Madam, but ſtand cloſe, 

Ben, Now, Benito, is the time to hold forth thy tallent, and to ſer 
up for thy (elf, Yes, Ladies, you ſhall be Serenaded, and when 1 
have Ciſplay'd my gifts, I'll retice in Triumph over the Wall, and 
hug my ſelf for the adventure, [He fwms an the Guitar, 

Vio. Let us make haſte, Siſter, and get into Covert, this Mufick 
will raiſe the Houſe upon us immediately, 

Las, Alaſs, we cannot, the damn'd Muſician ſtands juſt in the 
door where we ſhould paſs, 


Ben. Singing, Eveillez vous, Belles endormies x 
Eveillez, vous : car il eſt jour 
Mettes la tete a la feneſtre 
Vow extendrez parler d amour. 


Aur, afide to Cam, Camillo, this is my incorrigible rogue z and I 
dare not call him Benito, for fear of diſcoveting my ſelt not to be 
Benito, 

Cams. The alarm's already given through the honſe, Ladies, you 
muſt be quick : ſecure your ſelves, and leave us to ſhitr, 

[ Extunt Women, 

Within, This way, this way, 

Aur. 1 hear'em coming; and, as ill luck will have it, juſt by 
that quutet where our Ladder is plac d. 

Cap, 
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Cam, Let us hide in the dark walk till they are paſt, 

Avr, But then Benito will be caught, and being known to be my 
man, will betray us, 

Ben. I hear ſome in the Garden: Sure they are the Ladies, that 
are taken with my melody. To't again Benito; this time I will ab- 
ſolurely inchant 'em. [ Fums again, 

Aur. He's at it again, Why Benito, Are you mad: 

Ben, Ah, Madam! Are you there? this is ſuch a tavour to your 
poor unworthy Servant, [ Sings, 


But ftill between kiſring Amintas did ſay, 
Fair Phillis look ap, and you'll turn night to day. 


Aur, Come away, you unſofferable raſcal, the Houſe is up, 
and will be upon us immediately. 

Ben, O Gemini , Is it you. Sir? 

Within, This way; follow, follow, 

Aar. Leave your ſcraping and croaking, and ſtep with us into 
1 4 Croaking ! 'Sfoo her grant I fing and 

Ben. Scraping and Croaking ! Sfoot, Sir, either grant 
play to a Miracle, or Ill juſtiie my Muſick, though I am — 
and hang d for, 


Enter Mario and Servants, 


Mar, Where is this Serenading Raſcall? If 1 find him, I'll make 
him an example to all midnight Caterwaulers, of which this Fidler 
is the lewdeſt. 

Ben, O that I duiſt but Play my Tune out to convince him! Soul 
of harmony ! Is this lewd? 


Playes and Sings ſoftly, 


Cam. Peace, dear Benito: We muſt flatter him, 

Ben, Singing ſoftly, Mettez la tete the Notes which follow 
are ſo ſweet, Sit, I muſt ſing em, chough it be my ruin Taler 
4 amar. Lauta , Violetta in the Bakone, 

5 We g | iv 


D 2 Las. 
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Las, Yes, we are ſafe, Siſter, but they are yet in danger. 

Vio. They are juſt y em: 

Las, We muſt do ſomething: Help, help; Thieves, thieves ; 
we ſhall be murder'd, 

Mar. Where? Where are they? 

Las, Here, Sir, at our Chamber door, and we are run into the 
Balcone for ſhelter: Dear Uncle, come and help us. 

Mar, Back again quickly: I durſt have ſworn they had been in 
the Garden, Tis an Ignis fata I think that leads us from one 
place to another, [ Exeunt Mar, and Servants, 

Vie. They are gone, My dear Camilla, make haſte, and pre- 
ſerve your ſelf, 


Cam, May our next Meeting prove more propitious, 
Awr. to Benito, Come, Sirrah, I ſhall make you ſing another note 
when you are at home, 


Ben, Such another word, and Ille fing again, 
Awr, Set the Ladder, and mount you Rogue: 
Ben. Mount firſt your ſelf, and fear not my delaying : 
If I am caught, they'll ſpare me for my playing. 
[Sings as he goes off, 
Vous emendrez parler d amour, Exeunt omnes. 


Acr. III. Sczns I. 


The Front of the Nunnery. 


Aſcanio, and Hippolita at the Grate, 
Hip, See you have kept touch, Brother, 
Aſca. As a man of honour ought, Siſter, when he 
Derl, the nexe thing To op, end lead of fe 
next is to ſtrip, and, in e- 
— — N as 
Hip. We'll trip our hands, if you pleaſe, Brother; are 
the only weapons we muſt uſe. F 
Aſca. 


| 
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Aſcs, That were to invite me to my loſs, Siſter; I could have 
made a full meal in the World, and you would have me take up with 
hungry commons in the Cloyſter. Pray mend my fare, or I am 


1 O, Brother, a hand in a Cloyſter, is fare like fleſh in Spain, 
tis delicate, becauſe tis ſcarce, You may be ſatisfy d with a hand, 


" as well as 1 am pleas'd with the Courtſhip of a Boy, 


Aſca. You may begin with me Siſter, as Milo did, by carrying a 
C — you may learn to carry an Oxe here after: lau the mean 
time produce your hand, I underſtand Nuns fleſh better than you 
imagine: give it me, you ſhall ſee how will worty it. 

[ She gives her hand. 
Now Could not we thruſt out our lips, and contrive a Kiſs too: 
Hip. Yes, we may; but I have had the experience of it: it will 
be bac half fleſh, halt Iron, 
4. Let's try however. 
Hip. Hold, Lucretia is here. 
Aſca. Nay, if you come with odds upon me, tis time to call 
Seconds. Aſcanio Hems- 


The Prince and Lucretia appear. 


Zac. Sir, though your Song was pleaſant, yet there was one thing 
amiſs in it, that was your Rallyiag of Religion, 

Fred, Do — — weile my Friend Love, and Ill try to ſpeak 
well of your friend Devotion. 


Luc. I can never ſpeak well of Love : twas to avoid it that I en- 
tred here, | 

Fred. Then, Madam, you have met your Man: for, to confeſs 
the truth to you, I have but counterfeited Love to try you; for I ne- 
yer yet could love any Woman: and, ſince I have ſeen you, and do 
not, I am certain now I ſhall ſcape for ever. 

Zac. You are the beſt man in the World, if you continue this 
reſolution. Pray, then, let us vow ſolema'y theſe two things: the 
firſt, ro eſteem each other bettet than we do all the world beſides , 
the next, never to change our amity to love, 

Fre, Agreed Madam: ſhall I kiſs you hand on's? 


4s. 
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Luc, That's too like a Lover: or, if it were not, the narrow- 
neſs of the Grate will excuſe the ceremony. 

Hip. No, but it will not, to my knowledge: I have try'd every 
bar many a fair time over, and, at laſt, have found out one where a 
hand may get through, and be gallanted, 

Luc, giving her hand. There, dir 3 tis a true one. 

Fre, kiſsing it, This, then, is a Seal to our perpetual friendſhip, 
and a detyance to all Love, 

Luc, That (educer of virtue, 

Fre. That diſturber ot quiet. 

Lac. That madneſs of youth. 

Fre. That dotage ot old age. 

Luc. That enemy to good humour, 

Fre, And, to conclude all, that reaſon of all unreaſonable acti- 

ons 0 

Aſca, This Dochine is abominable, do not belle ic 
Siſter. | 

Hip, No, it I do, Brother, may I never have comfort from ſweet 
youth at my extremity, 

Luc, But remember one article of our friendſhip, that though we 
baniſh Love, we do not Mirth, nor Gallantry ; for I declare, I am for 
all extravagaacies, but juſt loving, 

Fre, Juſt my own humour; tor I hate gravity and melancholy 
next to love, 

Aſca, Now it comes into my head, the Duke of Mantovs makes 
an entertainment to night in Maſquerade: it you love exttavagan- 
cy ſo well, Madam, I'll put you into the head of one; lay by your 
Nun-Ship for an hour or two, and come amongſt us in diſ- 
guiſe. 

Fre. My Boy is in the tight, Madam, Will you venture ? 

III furniſh you with Mask ing-habits. 

Hip, O my dear Siſter, never refuſe it: I keep the Keyes you 
know, I'll warrant you we'll return before we ate miſs d. I do ſo 
long to have one fling into the ſweet World again before I die, Hang t, 
5 worſt, 'tis but one fin mot e, and then we'll repent for all toge- 
ther, 


Aſca, But if I catch you in the World, Siſter, Vil make 
you 


: * 
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you have a better opinion of the Fleſh and the Devil for ever at- 


ter. 

Tac. If it were known, I were loſt for ever. 

Fre, How ſhould it be known? you have her on your fide, there ; 
that keeps the — and, put the worſt, that you are taken in the 
World 5 the World's a good World to ſtay in ; and there ate cer- 
tain occaſions of waking in a moraing, that may be more pleaſant 
to you than your Matins. 

Luc, Fie, Friend, theſe extravagancies are a breach of Arti- 
cles in our Friendſhip : but well, for once, I'll venture to go out; 
Dancing and — ate but petty tranſgreſſions. 

2 My „ here's company approaching: we ſhall be diſ- 
covet d. 

Fred, Adieu then, joſqu'a reveir 3 Aſcanio ſhall be th you 
immediately, to conduct you, 

Aſca How, Will you diſguiſe , Siſter? Will you be a Man, or 
a Woman? 

Hip, A Woman, Brother Page, for life: I ſhould have the ſtrang- 
eſt thoughts if I once wore Breeches, 

Aſcs, A Woman, ſay you? Here's my hand, if I meet you in 
place convenient, I'll do my beſt to make you one. [_E xeunt, 


Enter Anrelian and Camillo, 


Cam, But, Why thus melancholy, with Hat pull'd down, and the 
hand on the Region of the Heart, juſt the reverſe ot my Friend Aure- 
lian, of happy memory ? 

Awr, Faith, Camillo, lam aſham'd on't, but cannot help it. 

Cam, But to be in Love with a Waiting- woman ! with an eater of 
Fragments, a Simperer at lower end of a Table, with mighty Golls, 
rough · grain d, and red with Starch ng, thoſe diſcouragers and abet- 
tors of elevated love! 

Aer. I could Love Deformity it (elf, with that good humour. She 
who is arm'd with Gayety and Wit, needs no other Weapon to 
conquer me. 

Cam, We Lovers are the great Creators of wit in our Miſtriſſcs. 
For Beatrix, ſhe a meer utterer of Yes and No, and has no wore 
Sence 
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Sence than what will juſt dignifie her to be an arrant waiting-wo- 
man: that is, to lye for her Lady, and take your Money. 

Aur. It may be then I found her in the exaltationof her wit; for, 
certainly, women have their good and il] dayes of talking, as they 
have of looking, 

Cam. But, however, ſhe has done you the courtiſy to drive out 
Laura: and ſo one Poyſon has expell'd the other, 

Aur, Troth, not abſolutely neither; for I dote on Laras beau- 
ty, and on Beatrix's wit: Iam wounded with a forked Arrow, which 
will not eaſily be got out. 

Cam. Not to loſe time in fruitleſs complaints, let us purſue our 
new contrivance, that you may ſee your two Miſtreſſes, and I my 
one, 

Aur, That will not now be difficult: this plot's ſo laid, that I de- 
by the Dev l to make it miſs, The Woman of the houſe, by which 
they are to paſs to Church, is brib d; the Ladies are, by her, ac- 
quainted with the deſign; and we need — to be there before 
them, and expect the prey, which will undoubtedly fall into the 
net 


Cam, Your Man is made fafe, I hope, from doing us any miſ- 
ef 


Aur. He has diſpos'd of himſelf, I thank him, for an hour or two: 
the Fop would make me believe that an unknown Lady is in love 
with him, and has made him an Aſſignation. 

Cam, It he ſhould ſucceed now, I ſhould have the worſe opinion 
of the Sex for his ſake, 

Aur, Never doubt but he'll ſacceed : your brisk Fool that can 
make a Leg, is ever 2 fine Gentleman among the Ladies, becauſe 
he's juſt of their tallent, and they underſtand him bettet than a 
Wir, 

Cam, Peace, the Ladies are coming this way to the Chappel, 
and their Jay lor with em: let em go by without ſaluting, to avoid 
ſuſpicion; and let us go off to prepare our Engine, 

5 


Enter 


— 
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Enter Matio, Laura, ad Violetta. 


Auer. I muſt have a look befote we go, Ah, you little Divine 

rogue! I'le be with you immediately. [Exeunt Aur, and Cam: 
Vis. Look you, Siſter, there are our Friends, but take no no- 

tice, 

Las, I (aw them, Was not that Aurelia with Camillo? 

Vie. Yes. 

Las, I like him ſtrangely. If his perſon were joyn'd with Ben- 
tos Wit, I know not what would become of my poor heart. 


Enter Fabio, and whiſpers with Mario. 


Mar, Stay, Neeces, I'll but ſpeak a word with Fabio , and ge 
with you immediately, 

vis. I (ee, Siſter, you are infinitely taken with Benito s wit; but I 
have heard he is a very conceited Coxcomb. 

Las, They who told you fo , were horribly miſtaken : you ſhall 
be judge your ſelf, Violetta; for, to conſeſs frankly to you, I have 
made him a kind of an appointment. 

Vio. How! Have you made an Aſſignation to Benito? A Serving- 
man ! a Trencher-carrying Raſcal ! 

—— — . ! g * on to him from an un- 
knowa Lady near this Chappel, that I might view him in paſſing by, 
and ſee if his perſon were anſwerable to his converſation. . 

Vio. But how will you get rid of my Uncle: 

Law, You ſee my project; his man Fabio is btib d by me, to hold 
him in diſcourſe. 


Enter Benito, looking about him. 


Vio. In my conſcience this is he, Lord, what a Monſter of a Man 
is there! With ſuch a VVorkiday-rough- hewn face too! for, faith. 
Heaven has not beſtow'd the finiſhing upon t. 

Las, Tis impoſſible this ſhould be Benito; yet he ſtalks this 
way: from ſuch a piece of animated Timber, ſweet Heaven deli- 
ver mc. 

E Benito 


— «y oo + 
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Benito aſide. This muſt of neceſſity be the Lady who is in Love 
with me, See, how the ſarveyes my Perſon ! Certainly one V Vir 
knows another by inſtinct. By that old Gentleman, it ſhould be 
the Lady Laura too, Hum ! Benito, thou att made for ever, 

Law. He has the moſt unpromiſing Face, for a VVit, I ever 
ſaws and yet he had need have a very good one, to make amends 
for his face, Iam half cur'd of him already, 

Ben. V hat means all this Surveying, Madam? you briſtle up 
to me, and wheel about me, like a Turkey-cock that is making 
Love: Faith, How do you like my Perſon, ha? 

Las. I dare not praiſe it, for feat of the old Complement, that 
you ſhould tell me, Tis at my ſervice, But, pray, Is your Name 
Benito? 

Ben. Signiot Benito, at your ſervice, Madam. 

Lua. And have you no er, ot any other of your Name, one 
that is a VVit, attending on Signior Aurelian : 

Ben, No, I can aſſure your Ladifhip : I my ſelf am the only wit 
who does him the honour, not to attend him,but to bear him com- 


gg But ſure it was another you, that waited on Camillo in the 
Garden, laſt night. 

Ben, It was no other Me, but me Signior Benita 

Las, Tis impoſſible, 

Zen, Tis moſt certain. 

Las, Then I would adviſe you to gothicher again, and look for 
the wit which you have left there, for you have he very little 
along with you: your voice, methinks, too, is much alter d. 

Ben, Only a little over-ſtrain'd, or ſo, with Singing. 

Lav, How ſlept you, after your adventure? 

Ben, Faith, Lady, I could not fleep one wink, for Dreaming of 


you, 
Las, Not for Dreaming! VVhea the place f; ou ſhall 
Eo at Cour. em 

Ben. Et ts Brute ! Do you miſtake me for a Fool too? then, I find 
there's one more of that opinion beſides my Maſter, 

Vis. Siſter, look to your ſelf, my Uucle s returning, 
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Las, I im glad on'tz he has done my buſineſs : he has abſolute- 
ly cur'd me. Lord, that I could be ſo miſtaken ! 

Vie. I told you what he was. 

Las, _ — — ing laſt night: — — ſo 
altet d in twenty . meer Elementary 
earth, without the leaſt ſpark of Soul in hm 

gen. Bur, tell me , Are not youin Love with mes Con- 
feſs the truth: I love plain-dealing : you ſhall not find me refracto- 


wo Away, thou Animal , I have found thee out for a high and 
mighty = and (oF leave — * _ 
Mar, Come, now Iam ready for you; as little Devotion, 23 
much good Huswifery as you pleaſe : rake example by me; Iaffure 
you no — 
ny. Exeam, 
Manet Benito? 
undone for ever: What ſhall 1 do with my ſelf> 141 
run into ſome Deſart, and there I'll hide my ? 
hang' t, I won't neither; all Wits have their faili — 
the _ to be thought fools once in their lives, Sure this 


is but a copy of her countenance for my heart's true to me, and 
whiſpers to me, ſhe loves me ſtill: well, I'll cruſt in my own me- 


rits, and be confident 
LA noiſe of throwing down water within. 


Emer Mario, Fabio, Laura, and Violetta. 


Las. ſhaking ber Cloaths, Oh Sir, I am wet quite through my 
Cloaths, I am not able to endure it. - * 
vio. Was there ever ſuch an inſolence: 
PF... Send in to ſee who lives there : I'll make an example 
em, 
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Enter Frontona, 


Fab, Here's the Woman of che Houſe her ſelf , Sir, 

Fron. Sir, ſubmit, moſt willingly, to any puniſhment you ſhall 
inflict upon me; for, though I intended nothing of an affront to 
theſe ſweet Ladies, yet Ican never forgive my ſel the misfortune of 
which I was the innocent occaſion, 

Vio. O I am ready to faint away, 

Fron. Alaſs, poor ſweet Lady, ſhe's young and tender, Sir: 1 
beſeech you, give me leave to repair my offence, with offering my 
ſelf, and poor Houſe, for her accommodation, 

Ben, I know that Woman: there's ſome villanous Plot in this, 
I'll lay my life ont. Now, Benito, caſt about for thy credit, and 
recover all again, 

Mar, Go into the Coach, Neeces, and bid the Coach-man drive 
apace, As for you, Miſtriſs, your ſmooth Tongue ſhall not excuſe 

ou. 
. Las, By your favour, Sir, I'll accept of the Geatlewoman's civili- 
ty; I cannot ſtir a ſtep farther, 

Fro, Come in, ſweet Buds of Beauty, you ſhall have a Fire in an 
inner Chamber, and if you pleaſe to repoſe your ſelf a while, Sir, 
— Room, they ſhall come out, and wait on you imme- 

tely. 

— Well, if it muſt be ſo. 

Fron. whiſpering the Ladies, Your Friends are ready in the Gar- 
den, and will be with you as ſoon as we have ſhaken off your 
Uncle, 

Ben. A Cheat, 2 cheat, a rank one; I ſmell ic, old Sir, I ſmell 


ik, 
_ What's the matter with the Fellows Is he diſtract- 
- 

Ben. No, tis you are more likely to be diſtracted; but that 
there goes ſome wit to the being mad, and you have not the leaſt 
grain of wit to be gull'd thus gtoſly. 

Fron. What does the fellow mean? R 

Ben, The Fellow means to detect your villany, and to recover his 


loſt reputationof a Wit. 
Fron, 
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. _ Why, Friend, What villany 2 I hope my houſe is a civil 
ouſe. 

Ben, Ves, a very civil one; for my maſter lay in of his laſt Clap 
there, and was treated very civilly to my knowledge, 

Mar, How's this, How's this? 

Fron. Come, you are a dirty Fellow, and I am known to be 2 
perſon that 

Ben, Ves, you are known to be a perſon that 

= Speak your worlt of me, What perſon am I known to 


A 


Ben, Why, if you will have it, you are 2 little better than a pro- 
cureſs : you carry meſſages betwixt party and party, and, in one 
word Sir, ſhe's as arrant a Fruit-woman as any is about Renne. 

May, Nay , if ſhe be a Fruit-woman, my Neeces ſhall not enter 
into her doors. 

Ben, You had beſt let them enter, you do not know how they 
may ſructify in her houſe, for I heard her with theſe Eues whiſper 
tom, that their Friends were within call, : 

Mar, This is palpable, this is manifeſt ; I ſhall remember you, 
Lady Fruiterer, I ſhall have your baskets ſearch'd when you bring 
Oranges again, Come away, Neeces; and thanks honeſt Fellow 
for thy diſcovery, [ Exewnt Mario and V Vomen. 

Ben, Hah — * 11 Diavolo e morto. Now I think I have 
tickled it; this diſcovery has re-inſtated me into the Empire of my 
wit again. Now, in the pomp of this atchievement, will I preſenc 
my (elf before Madam Laura, with a Behold, Madam, the happy te- 
ſtauration of Benito, 


Enter Aurelian, Camillo, and Frontona, overbearing him. 


Oh, now, that I had the Mirrour, to be hold my ſelf in the ſulneſs of 
my glory ! and, oh, that the domineering Fop my Maſter were in pre- 
ſence, that I might triumph over him! that I might even contema 
the wretched wight , the mortal of a groveling Sou', and of a deba- 


ſed underſtanding, 


Le 
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He looks about him and ſees his Maſter, 


How the Devil came theſe three together? nothing vexes me bur 
that Imuſt Rand bare to him, after — an — — is, 

Aur. Nay, put on, put on again, ſweet Sir; VV be 
uncover'd betare the "Fop your Maſter? the wreeched wight, the 
mortal of a gtoveling Soul. 

Ben, Ay, Sir, you may make bold with your ſelt at your own 
pleaſure: But for all that, a little bidding would make me take 
your Counſel and be cover'd, as Afﬀeairs go now, 

Aur, It it be lawful for a man of a debaſed underſtanding to 
conter with ſuch an exalted wit, pray what was that glorious at- 
chievement which rapt you into ſuch ag extaſy ? 

Ben, Tis a fign you kno well how matters go, by your asking 
me ſo impertinent —— lbegof 1 

Aur. putti 1 Hat to him, Sir, , as mo 
humble wr be (arisfy'd, OY” 

Ben. Your Servant, Sir; at preſent I am not at leiſure for con- 
ference, But hark you, Sir, by the way of friendly advice, one word 
henceforward tell me no more of the ture of che Garden, nor of 
the great Looking · glaſ ——_—_ 

Aur. You mean the Mirror, 

Ben, Yes, the Mirror z tell me no more of that, except you could 
behold in it a better, a more diſcreet, or a more able face for ſtrata- 
gem, than I can, when I look there. a 

Aur. But, to the buſineſs; What is this famous enter- 

riſe £ 
Fn Ben. Be ſatisfy'd, without troubling me farther, the buſineſs 
is done, the Rogues are defeated, and your Miſtriſs is fecur'd : if you 
would know more, demand it of that Criminal, Pointing to Frontona. 
and ask her how ſhe dares appear before you, after ſuch a ſignal 
treachery , or before me, after ſuch an overthrow ? 

Fron. I know nothing, but only that, by your Maſters Order, I 
was to receive the two Ladies into my houſe, and you prevent- 
ed it. 

Ben, By my Maſter's Order : I'll ne'r believe it. This is your 
ſtratagem, to free your ſelf, and defraud me of my reward, 


Cam, 
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Cam, Lil witneſs what ſhe ſayes is true. 

Bey, I am deaf to all aſſeverations that make againſt my ho- 
nour. 

Aur. TIl ſwear it then, We two were the two Rogues, and you 
the diſcoverer of our Villany. 

Ben, Then, woe, woe, to poor Benito ! I find my abundance of 
wit has ruin d me. 

Avwr, But come a little nearer: I would not receive a good office 
from a Servant, but I would reward him for his diligence, 

Ben. Virtue, Sir, is its own reward: I expect none from you, 

Aur. Since it is lo, Sir, you ſhall loſe no further time in my ſer- 
vice : henceforward pray know me for your humble Servant, for 
your MaſterI am reſoly'd to be no longer. 

Ben, Nay, rather than ſo, Sir, I beſeech you let a good honeſf 
ſufficient beating atrone the difference. 

Aur, Tis in vain. © 

Bev, I am loath to le:ve youwithout a guide, 

Aar. He's at it again, do you hear, Camillo: 

Cam, Prethy, Aurellan, be —_ and beat him, 

Fron. Pray, Sir, hear reaſon, and lay t on, for my ſake. 

Auer. Tam obdurate, 

Cam, But, What will your Father ſay, if you part with him? 

Awr. I care nor, 

Ben. Well, Sir, fince you are ſo peremptory, remember I have of- 
fer d you ſatisfaRion, and ſo long my conſcience is at eaſe: what a 

il, before I Ill offer my ſelf twice to be beaten, by any Maſter in 

Chriſtendome, I'll ſtarve, and that's my reſolution, and 15 your Ser- 
vant that was Sir. Exit. 

Aar. I am glad I am rid of him; he was my Evil Genius, and 
was alwayes appearing to me, to blaſt my undertakings : Let me ſend 
him never ſo fatr off, the Devil would be ſure to put him in my way, 
when] had any thing to execute. Come, Camille, now we have 
chang'd the Dice, it may be we ſhall have bettet fortune, 


SCENE 
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SCENE. IL 


Enter the Duke of Mantoua in Maſquerade, Frederick, 
Valerio, and others, On the other fide Enter 
Lucretia, Hippolita, 4 Aſcanio, 


Tac. to Aſca, The Prince I know already, by your deſcription of 
his Masking-habitz but, Which is the Duke his Father? 
Aſca. He whom you ſee talking with the Prince, and looking this 


way. I believe he has obſerv'd us. 
Tac. If he has not, I amteſolv d we'll make our ſelves as temat ka- 


ble as we can: I'll exerciſe my tallent of Dancing. 


Hip, And I mine of 8 
Duke to Frederick, Do you know the Company which came in 


laſt ? 
Fred, I cannot poſſibly imagine who they are: at leaſt I will not 


tell you Afide, 
Duke. There's ſomething very uncommon in the Ayre of one 


of them, 
Fred. Pleaſe you, Sir, I'll diſcourſe with her, and ſee if I can ſa- 


tisfie your Highneſs, 
Duke, Stay, there's a Dance beginning, and ſhe ſeems as if ſhe 


woy'd make one, 


SONG and DANCE. 


Lone betwixt Love and fear Phillis tormented, 
Shun d her own wiſh yet at laſt ſhe conſented : 
But loath that day ſbon d her bluſbes diſcover, 

Come gentle Night She ſaid, 

Come quickly to my aid, 

And a poor Shamefac'd Maid 

Hide from her L over. 


Now 
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— 2 — my 
I dare not tell my ſelf my owndefire x 
But let Day fly away, and let Night haſt ber : 
Grant yee kind Powers above , 
Slow — — 
But when to Bliſs we move , 


Bid 'em fly faſter. 


How ſweet it is to Love when I diſcover » 
That Fire which burns my Heart, warming my Lover 
"Tis pitty Love ſo true ſhould be miſtaken * 

But if this Night he be © 

Falſe or unkinde to me, 

Zet me dye ere I ſee 

That J me forſaken, 


After the Dance. My curioſi 7 I muſt needs hale that 
unknown Veſſel, and enquire whither ſhe's „ and what fraight 
ſhe carries, 

Fred, She's not worth your trouble, Sir: ſhe'll either prove ſome 
common Courtizan in diſguiſe, or at beſt, ſome homely perſon of Ho- 
nour, that only dances well enough to invite a fight of her ſelf, and 
would look ill enough to fright you, 

Duke, That's 4 — ſaid ; all I ſee of her is charming, and 1 
have reaſon to think her face is of the ſame piece, at leaſt fl try 
my fortune. 

Fred. What an unlucky accident is this! If my father ſhould diſ- 
cover her, ſhe's ruin'd: it he does not, yet I have loſt her conver- 
ſation tonight, 


Duke approaches Lucretia. 


Aſca. 'Tis the Duke himſelf who comes to court you, 
Luc, Peace, I'll fic him; for I have been inform'd to the leaſt tit · 
tle of his actions ſince he came to Town, 


F Dok; 


Duke to Lacretia, Madam, the Duke of Mantons, whom you muſt 
needs imagine to be in this company, has ſent me to you, to know 
what kindof face there is 2 that excellent ſhape, and to 
thoſe charming motions which he obſery'd ſo lately in your Dan- 
cing. 
Tuc. Tell his Highneſs, if you pleaſe, that there is a Face within 
the Maſque, ſo very deform'd, that if it were diſcover d, it would 
prove the worſt Vizor of the two; and that, of all Men, he ought 
not to deſire it ſhould be expos'd, becauſe then ſomething would be 
found amiſs in an entertaiamene which he has made ſo ſplendid and 
magnificent. 

Duke. The Duke Iam ſure would be very proud of your comple- 
ment, but it would leave him more aaſacisty'd than before, for he 
will find in it ſo much of Gallaatry, as, being added to your other 
graces, will move him to a ſtrange temptation of knowing 
you, 

Luc. I ſhould till have the more reaſon to refuſe him; for twete 
madneſs, when I had chanm'd him by my motion and coaverſe, to 
ard the loſs of that conqueſt by my eyes. 

Dale ade. I am on fire till I diſcover her. 

At leaſt, Madam, tell me of whac Family you ate. 

Lac. Will you be (atisfy d if I tell you I am of the Colonne 
you have ſeen Jalia of that Houſe, 

Duke, you are ſhe, 

Luc, Have I nor her Stature moſt exactly? 

EN the nothing of her ſhape; for, if l 

Lac. But, by your favour, I have ing of her ſhape; for, 
may be ſo vain to praiſe my ſelf, ſhe's a little thicker in the ſhoul- 
ders, and, beſides, ſhe moves ungracefully. 

Duke, — the again, 

Luc, No not the: but you have forgotten Emilia of the Hrſont , 
whom the Duke ſaluted yeſterday at her Balcone , when he enter d. 
Her Ayre and Motioa 

Duke. Are the very ſame with yours, Now I am (ure I know 

on, 
n Tuc. But thete's too little of her to make a Beauty: my ſtature is 
much more adyantagious. 

Dol. You have cozen'd me again, 


Lac, 
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Lee, Well, I find at laſt I muſt confeſs my ſelf. What think you 
of Exgenia Beats? the Duke ſeem d to be infinitely pleas'd laſt 
night, when my Brother preſented me to him at the pelve- 
dere, 

Dake. Now Iam certain you are ſhe3 for you have both her ſta- 
ture, and her motion, 

Luc, Burt, if you remember your ſelf a lictle better, there's ſome 
ſmall difference in our wit: for ſhe has indeed the Ayre and Beauty 
of a Roman Lady, but all the dulneſs of a Dutch-woman. 

Duke, I (ee, Madam, you are reſoly'd to conceal your (elf, and [ 
am as fully teſolv d to know you, 

Luc, See which of our reſolutions will take place. 

Duke, 1 come from the Duke, and can aſſure you he is of an hu- 
mour to be obey'd, 

And Iam of an humour not to obey him. But, Why ſhould 
he be ſo curious : 

Duke, If you would have my opinion, I believe he is in love with 


you, 

Luc, Without ſeeing me 

Dult. Without ſeeing all of you: Love is love, let it wound us 
_—_ what part it = e; and it — from your ſhape 

converſation, 15 5 more compendiouſ] 

withour the face. - 

Luc. But the Duke cannot be taken with my converſation, for he 
never heard me ſpeak, 

Duke aſide. 'Slife, I hall diſcover my ſelf, Yes, Madam, he 
ſtood by, incognito, and heard me ſpeak with you: but 

Lac, I wiſh he had truſted to his own courtſhip, and ſpoke himſelf ; 
for it gives us a bad impreflion of a Princes wit, when we ſee fools in 
favour about his perſon, | 

Duke, What ever I am, I have it ia Commiſſion from him to tell 
you, He's in Love with you. 

Lac, The good 1 if he ſo pleaſes z but love, 
and fifty years old, are ſtark non-ſenſe. 

Duke, But ſome men, you know, are green at fifty. 

Lc. Yes, in their ings. 

Duke. You ſpeak with great contempt of aPrince, who has ſome 
reputation in the world, 5 

2 Luc. 
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Lec, No; tis you that ſpeak with contempt of him, by ſaying he 
is inlove at ſuch an Age, 

Duke, Then, Madam, tis neceſſary you ſhould know him better 
for his rej utation: and, that ſhall be, though he violate the Laws of 
Maſquerade, and force you. 

Fred. I ſuſpected this, from his violent temper, [ Aſide, 
Sir, the Emperour's Ambaſſador is here, in Maſquerade, and I be- 
lie ve this to be his Lady: it were well if you inquit d of him, before 
you forc'd her to diſcover. 

Duke, Which is the Ambaſſador ? 

Fred, That fart hermoſt. Duke retires farther, 

Fred, to Luc, Take your opportunity to eſcape, while his 
back is turn'd , or you are tuin d. Aſcanio, wait on her. 

Lac. I am ſo frighted, I cannot ſtay to thank you. 

[ Exewnt Luc, Aſca. 4% Hippolita. 

Duke to Fred. Tis a miſtake, the Ambaſſador knows nothing of 
her: I'm refolv'd I'll know ir of her ſelf, ere ſhe ſhall depart. Ha! 
Where is ſhe? I left her here. 

Fred. afide, Out of your reach, Father mine, I hope. 

1 Dote. dhe has either ſhifted places, or elſe ſlipt out of the Aſſem- 

y. 

Fred. I have look d round: ſhe muſt be gone, Sir. 

Duke, She muſt not be gone, Sir. Search for her every where: 1 
will have her, 

Fred, Has ſhe offended your Highneſs * 

—_ Peace with your impertinent queſtions, Come hither, Ja- 

10. 

Valerio, Sit ? 

Duke, O, Valerio, | am deſperately in love: that Lady, with whom 
you ſaw me talking, has But I loſe time; ſhe's gone; haſte 
after her 3 find het; bring her back to me, 

Val. If it be 2 
i Duke, It mult be poſſible; the quiet of my life depends upon 
t 


Tal Which way took ſhe ? * 

e, Go any way, every way; ask noqueſtions: I kno 

but that ſhe — muſt be had. 1 Exit Valerie 
Fred, Sir, the aſſembly will obſerve, tha 


* Dake: 
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Deke, Damn the aſſembly, tis a dull inſignificant crowd, now ſhe 

is not here: break it up, I'll ſtay no longer. 
Fred. aſide. I hope ſhe's ſafe , and then this fantaſtick love of my 
Fathers will make us ſport too morrow, Exennt, 


SCENE III. 
Lucretia, Aſcanio, Hippolita. 


Tec. Now, that we are ſafe at the gate of our Covent, methinks 
the adventure was not unpleaſant. 

Hip. And now that I am out of danger, Brother, I may tell you 
what a Novice you are in love, to tempt a young Siſter into the 
wide World, and not to ſhow her the difference bers ixt that and her 
Cloyſter : | find 1 may venture ſafely with you another time, 

Aſca, O, Siſter, you play the Brazen-head with me; you give 
me warning when Time's paſt: but that was no firopportun y : 1 
hate to ſnatch a morſel of Love, and ſoaway; Tam for a ſer-meal , 
where I may enjoy my full guſt, but when 1lonce fall on, you ſhall 
find me a brave man ur on occaſion, 

Luc. Tis time we were in our Cells, Quick, Hippolite, where's 
the Key? 

Hip, Here, in my pocket No, tis in my other Pocket 
Ha tis not there, neither, I am ſure I put it in one of 


them. 

Luc, What ſhould we do, if it ſhould be loſt now? 

Hip, I have ſearch'd my (elf all over, and cannot find it. 

Aſca. A woman can never ſearch her ſelf all over; let me ſearch 
you, Siſter, 

Luc, Is this a time for Raillery ? Oh, ſweet heaven! ſpeak com- 
fort quickly 3 Have you found it? 

Here Aſcanio ſlips away, | [E wit: 


Hip. Speak you comfort, Madam, and tell tne you have it, for I 

am too ſure that I have none ont. 
Luc, O unfortunate that ve are! day's breaking; the handy- 
crafts ſhops begin to open. Clock ſtrikes; 
Hip. 
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Hip, The Clock ſtrikes two: within this half hour we ſhall be 
call'd up to our Devotions, Now, good Aſcanio——Alaſs he's 
gone too! we ate left miſerable, and forlorn. 

Luc, We have not ſo much as one place in the Town for a Re- 
treat. 

Hip. O, for a Miracle in our time of need! that ſome kind good- 
natut d Saint would take us up, and heave us over the Wall into our 
Cells. 

Luc. Dear Siſter, Pray; for I cannot: T have been ſo finful, in 
leaving my Cloyſter for the World, that I am aſham'd to trouble my 
Friends above to help me. 

Hip. Alaſs, Siſter, with what face can I Pray, then! Yours were 
but little vanitiesz but I have fin'd ſwinging y , againſt my Vow3 
yes, indeed, Siſter, I have been very wicked; for I wiſh'd the Ball 


might be kept perpetually in our Cloyſterpand that half the hand- 
—— Nuns in it might be turn d to Men, for the ſake of the 
other. 

Luc, Well, if I were free from this diſgrace, T would never more 
ſet foot beyond the Cioyſter, for the ſake of any Man, 

Hip. And here I Vow, if I get ſafe within my Cell, I will not 


th ak of Man again theſe ſeven years. 


Aſcanio Re-emters. 


Aſca, Hold, Hippolita, and make no more raſh Vows : if you do, 
as I live, you ſhall not have the Key, 

Hip. The Key! why, Have it you, Brother? 

Lac. He does but mock us: I know you have it not, Aſca- 
nio. 
Aſca. Ecce ſicnam; Here it is for you, 

Hip. O, ſweet Brother, let me kiſs you, 

Aſca, Hands off, ſweet Siſter; you muſt not be forſworn : you 
vow'd you would not think of a man theſe ſeven years, 

Hip. Ay, Brother, but I was not ſo haſty, but I had wit enough 
to cozen the Saint to whom I vow'd ; for you ate but a Boy, Brother, 
and will not be a Man theſe ſeven years. 

Lac. But, Where did you find the Key, Aſcanio ? 


/ 


Aſca. 
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Aſca. To confeſs the truth, Madam, I ſtole it out of Hippolits's 
pocket, to take the Print of it in Wax; for, I'll ſuppoſe, you'll 
give my Maſter leave to wait —2 in the Nunnery- garden, after 
your Abbeſs has walk d the R 

Luc, Well, well, good morrow : when you have ſlept, come to 
the Grate for a Letter to Lord, Now will I have the head- 
ach, or the Meagrim, or excuſe, for I am reſolv'd Ill not riſe 
to Prayers. 

Hip, Pray, Brother, take care of our Maskiog- habits, that they 
may be forth-coming another time, 

Aſca. Sleep, ſleep, and dream of me, Siſter: I'll make it good, if 

dream not too unreaſonably, 

Lac, Thus dangers in our Love make joyes more dear; 

And Pleaſure's ſweeteſt, when tis mixt with fear, [ Exeant, 


Acrt. IV. Scznws I. 


A Dreſſmg-Chamber. 


The Masking-babits of Lucretia and Hippolita. 
laid in a Chair. 


Fred, and Aſcanio. 


Fred, Never thought I ſhould have lov'd her. Bt 
come to this, after all my boaſtings and declarati- 
ons againſtit 2 Sure I loy'd her before, and did 
not know it, till I fear'd to loſe her: there's the 
reaſon, I had never deſit d her, it my Father had 
not, This is juſt the longing of a Woman: ſhe never finds the ap- 
ite in her ſelf, till ſhe ſees the Meat on anothers Plate, I'm glad 
, you took the impreſſion of the Key; but twas not well 

to fright them. 
Aſcs, Sir, I could not help it; but here's the eſſect ont: the 


Workman ſate up all night to make it. Gives 4 — 
Fred 
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Fred, This Key will admit me into the Seraglis of the Godly. 
The Monaſtery has begun the War, in ory we. _— the World, 
and therefore tis but juſt that the World ſhould Reprizals on 
the Monaſtery. 

Aſca, Alats, Sir, you and Lucretia do but $kirmiſhy tis I and 
Hippolita that make the War: tis true, opportunity has been want- 
ing for 2 Battel, but the forces have been ſtoutly drawn up on both 
fides, As for your concernment, I come juſt now from the Mona- 
ſtery, and have Orders from your Platonick Miſtriſs to tell you, ſhe 
expects you this evening in the Garden of the Nunnery; withall, 
ſhe deliver'd me this Letter for you, 

Fred. Give it me, 

Aſca, O, Sir, the Duke your Father ! 

The prince takes the Letter, and thinking to 


put it wp baſtily, drops it. 
Enter Duke. 


Duke. Now, Frederick! not abroad = ? 

Fred, Your laſt nights entertainment left me ſo weary, Sir, that l 
over-fl:pt my ſelf this morning. 

Duke, T rather envy you, than blame you: our fleep is certainly 
the moſt pleaſant portion of our lives. For my own part, I ſpent 
the night waking, and reſtleſs, 

Fred, Has any thing of moment happen'd to diſcompoſe your 
Highneſs ? 

Duke. T'll confeſs my follies to you: I am in love with a Lady I 
ſaw laſt night in Maſquerade, 

Fred, Tis ſtrange the ſhould conceal her ſelf, 

Duke, She has, from my beſt ſeatch; yer I took exact notice of 
— Masking habit, and deſcrib d it to thoſe whom I employ d to find 

er 


Fred. aſide. Sdeath, it lies there unremov d; and, if he turns 
himſelf, full in his eye, Now, now twill be diſcover'd, 

Duke, For twas extreamly remarkable, I remember very well 
'ewas a looſe long Robe, ſtreak'd black and white, girt with a large 
Silver Ribband, and the Vizor was a Moors Face. 


Fred, 
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Fred, Running to the Chair where the Habits are, fits down. 


Sir, I beg pardon of your Highneſs for this Rudeneſs, I am 
O, Oh — 


Date. What's the Matter e 
Fred, | am taken ſo extreamly ill o the ſudden, that I am forc'd 
05 f Alas, What diſtemper ? 
t's your 
Fred, A moſt violent griping , which pulls me together on 2 


Duke, Some cold, I fear, you took laſt night. [| Rans to the Dove, 
Who waites there? Call Phyſicians to the Prince, 
Fred, Aſcanio, remove theſe quickly, 
Aſcanio takes away the habits, and Exit. 
Date retarning. How do you find your ſelf * 
Fre, ariſing. Much better. Sir: that which pain d me is remov'd: 


as it came unexpectedly, ſo it went as ſ v. 


Enter Valerio. 


Duke, The Ayre, perhaps, will do you good, If you have health, 
ou may ſee thoſe Troops drawn out, which I deſigu for acil- 


Fred, Shall I wait your Highneſs £ 

Duke. No, leave me here with Valerio; I have a little buſineſs, 
which diſpatch d, I'll follow you immediately, 
Well, What ſucceſs, Valerio? [Exit Frederick. 

Val. Our indeavours are in vain, Sir: there has been inquiry made 
about all che Pallaces in Keme, and neither of che Masking-habits can 
be diſcover'd. 

Duke. Yer, it muſt be a Woman of Quality, What Paper's 
that at my foot? 

Val. taking up the Letter. Tis Seal'd, Sir, and directed to the 


Duke, taking the Letter. Tu a Womans hand. Has he got aMi- 
ſtriſs in Town ſo ſoon * I am reſoly'd to open it, though I do not 
approve my own curiolity. a Opens and Reads it. 

Now 
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Now my fear is over, I can laugh at my laſt nights adventure: 7 
find that at Fifty al Men grow incorrigible, and Lovers eſpecially; for, 
certainly, never any Creature could be worſe treated than your Father , 
(How's this, Valerio? I am amaz'd) and yet the good, old, out of fa- 
ſbion Gentleman heard him «lf Raillied, and bore it with all the patience 
of a Chriſtian Prince, (Now tis plain, the Lady in Maſquerade 
1s a M ſtriſs of my Son's, and the unJutiful wretch was in the Plot to 
abuſe me.) Aſcanio will tell you the latter part of our mis fortune, 
how hard y we got into the Cloyſter, (A Nun too ! Oh, the Devil) 
when we mect next, pray provide to laugh heartily, for there is ſabjet 
ſoffictent for a plentiful fit, and fop enough to ſpare for another time, 

Lucretia, 


Val. Lucretia ! now the Miſtery is unfolded, 

Duke. Do you know her? 

Ful. When Twas laſt at Rome, I ſaw her often; ſhe is near Kinſ- 
woman to the preſent Pope; and, before he placed her in this Nun- 
— of Benediftines, was the moſt celebrated Beauty of the 

Own, . 

Duke. I know I ought to hate this Woman, becauſe ſhe 
— — me thus grosſlys but yet I cannot help it, I muſt 
ove her. 

Val. But, Sit, you come on too much diſadvantage to be your 
Sons Rival. 

Duke. I am deaf to all conſideratioms: pr ythee do not think of 
piviog a Mad-man Counſel : piry me, and cure me, if thou canſt; 

ut remember there's but one infallible Medicine, that's enjoy- 
ment. 

Val. I had forgot to tell you, Sir, that the Governour Don M- 
rio is without, to wait on you. 

Duke. Deſite him to come in. 


Emer Don Mario, 


Mar. I am come, Sir, to beg a favour from your Highneſs, and tis 
5 the behalf of my Siſter Sophronia , Abbels of the Terr di Spec- 


ral, 
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Val. Sir, ſhe's Abbeſs & «chat very Monaſtery where your Miſtriſs 


is inclos'd, [Afode, to the Duke. 

Duke. I ſhould be 4 to ſerve any Relation ot yours, Don - 
rio, 

Mar. — —— d to grace her 
Chappel this af — LN be bs alck, and (ome little 
Ceremony, in "as — my two Neeces , who are to be 
plac'd in Penſion there, 

Duke. Your Neeces, I hear, are fair, and great Fortunes, 


Mar. Great vexations I'm ſure — — z — ng daily haunted by a 
company of wild Fellows, who buz about my houſe like Flies. 

Duke. Your deſign ſeems reaſonable Women in hot Countryes 
are like Oranges in cold: to preſerve them, they muſt be perpetu- 
ally hous d. II bear you company to the Monaſtery, Come, - 
leris ; this opportunity is happy beyond our expeRation,/} Eximm 


SCENE II 4 


Camillo, Anurelian, 


Cam, He has ſmarted ſufficiently for this offence: pr'ythee, dear 
Aurelian, forgive him; he waits without, and appears penitent; Ill 
be reſponſible for his future carriage. 

Aar. For 2 our ſake, then, I receive him into grace, 

Cam. at the door, Benito, you may appear, your peace is made, 


Emter Benito, 


Aur, But, it muſt be upon conditions, 

Ben, Any conditions that are reaſonable; for,as I am a Wit, Sir, 
I have not eaten 

Aur. You are in the path of perdition already; that's the princi- 
pal of our Conditions, you are to be a Wit no more. 

Ben, Pray, Sir, if it be poſſible, let me be a little Wit ſtill. 

Amr, No, Sir: you can make a Leg, and Dance; thoſe are no 
Tallents of a V Vit: you are cut out for a brisk fool, and can be no 


other, 
G 2 Bey 
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Ben, Pray, Sir, let me chink n, u Wit, or my heart will 


Cam, That you will naturally do, as you are a Fcol, 

Aur, Then, no farther medling with adventures, or contrivances of 
your own: they ate all belonging to the Territories of wit, from 
whence you are baniſh'd, 

Ben, But what if my imagination ſhould really furniſh me with 


e — 

Aur, Not a Plot, I hope ? 

Bey, No, Sir, no Plot; but ſome expedient then, to molify the 
word, when your invention has fail'd — 

Avr, Think it a ion of the Devil, and believe it not. 

Ben, Then farewel all the happineſs of my life, 

Caw, You know your doom, Benito, and now you may take your 
choice, whether you will renounce wit, or eating. 

Zen. VVell, Sir, I muſt continue my Body at what rate ſoever: and 
the rather, becauſe now there's no farther need of ———— 
tures; for I was aſſur d, by Beatrix , this morning, that her two Mi- 
— to be pur in Penſion in the Nunnery of Benedi# ines, this 


Cam, Then I am miſerable, 
Aar. And you have defer'd the telling it till it is paſt time to ſtu- 
— Let = hither immediately, and either periſh i 
Cam. us runt , int, or 
free them, You'll afiſt me with your Sword? 92 

Aar. Yes, if I cannot do't to more e, with my counſel. 
Let us 1 faireſt of our Game, tu time enough to ſnatch 
when we have loſt it. [Excox, 


SCENE 
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SCENE III 
A Chappel. 


The Duke, Valerio, Attendants, At the ther door, Laura, Violetta, 
Beatrix, Mario, Inſtrumental and vocal Muſick, In the 
time of which, Enter Aurelian and Camillo. After 
the Muſick, Enter Sophronia , Lucretia, 


Duke to Valeria, — I needed not thoſe markes to know her. 
had whiſper'd ts him, {She's one continu'd excellence; ſhe's all 
over Miracle, 

Soph. to the Duke. We know, Sir, we are not capable, by out En- 
tertainments, of adding any thing to your pleaſures , and therefore 
we mult attribute this favour of your preſence, to your piety and 


— ** have treated me —— — — — be- 
liev'd my a quire of angels, eſpecially, when I beheld 
ſo fairaT behind you. . 

Soph, Their Beauty, Sir, is wholly dedicated to Heaven, and is no 
way ambitious of a commendation, which from your mouth might 
raile a pride in any ocher of the Sex. 

Cam. I am impatient, and can bear no longer. Let what will hap- 

n 
"a. Do you not ſee your ruine inevitable ? Draw in a holy 
place ! and in the p:eſence of the Duke ! 

Mar, I do not like Camills's being here : I muſt cut ſhort the Ce- 
remony, | L hiſper 1 Sophronia, 

Soph. to L. Come, fair Couſins, we hope to make the Cloy- 

and Violet, Iſteral life ſo * that it may be an inducemenc 
to ou to quit the wicked wo. ld for ever, 
Vialetta paſsing) Take that, and read it at your les ſure, 
by cuil. [ Conveyes 4 Note into ius hand. 
Cam A Ticket, as 1 live, Aurum 
Ar. Steal off, and be thanktul: If that be my Bearrix with 
Laure 
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Laura, ſhe's moſt confoundedly ugly, If ever we had come ts 

0 Love- work, and a Candle had been brought us, I had fala back 
from that face, like a Buck Rabbet in coupling, 

[ Exeunt Camillo and Aurelian, 


Soph, Daughters, the time of our Devotion calls us, All hap- 
pineis to your Highneſs. 

Lac, to Hip, Little thinks my venerable old Love there, that his 
Miſtriſs in Maſquerade is ſo near him, Now do Je en long to a- 
buſe that Fop-gravity again, 

Hip, Methinks 2 us. 

Luc, Farewell, poor love, 1 am ſhe, I am, for all my demure 
looks, that treated thee ſo inhumanely laſt night. 


| [ She us going off, after Sophonid, 
Duke following her. Stay Lady; 1 would ſpeak with you, 
Lac. Ah! ( — ) 

Soph, How now, Daughter > What's the meaning of that unde- 
cent noiſe you make? 

Lac, aſide. It I ſpeak to him, he will diſcover my voice, and then 
I am ruin'd. 

Date. If your name be Lucretia, I have ſome buſineſs of con- 
cernment with you, 

Luc. to Seph, Dear Madam, for Heavens ſake make haſte into the 
Cloyſter, the Duke purſues me on ſome ill deſign, 

Soph, tothe Duke. "Tis — — Sir, for Maids once entred 
into Religion, to hold diſcourles here of worldly things, 

Dale. But my diſcourſes are not worldly Madam 3 
I had a Viſion in the dead of night, 
Which ſhow'd me this fair Virgin in my ſleep, 
And told me, that from her I ſhould be taught 
Where to beſtow large Almes, and great En:owments, 
On ſome near Monattery, 

Soph. Stay, Lucretia, 
The Holy Viſion's will mult be obey'd, 


[ Exennt Soph, cum ſuis, 
Luc. aſide. He does not know me, ſure; and yet I fear 
Religion is the leaſt of his buſineſs with me. 


Duke, 
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Duke, I ſee, Madam, Beauty will be beauty in any habit. 
Though I conſeſs, the ſplendor of a Court 
Were a much ficter Scene tor yours, then is 
A Cloyſter'd privacy. 

Luc, — The World has no temptations for a mind 
friting ber voice. Jo fix d, and rais'd above it, 

This humble Cell contains and bounds my wiſhes, 
My Charity gives you my Prayers, and that's all my 
Converſe with humane kind, 

Duke, Since when, Madam, have the World and you been upon 
— equal termes of hoſtility ? time was you have been better 

riends, 

Luc, No doubt I have been vain, and ſinſul; but, the remem- 
brance of thoſe dayes cannot be pleaſant to me now, and therefore, . 
if you pleaſe, do not refreſh their Memory, 

Duke: Their memory ! = ſpeak as if they were Ages paſt, 

Loc. You think me ſtill what I was once, a vain, fond, giddy 
creature; I ſee, Sir, whether your diſcourſes tend, and therefore 
take my leave, 

Duke, Yes, Madam, I know you ſee whither my diſcourſes tend, 
and therefore twill not be convenient that you ſhould take your 
leave, Diſguiſe your ſelf no farther; you are known, as well as 
you knew me in Maſquerade, 

Luc, Tam not us d enough to the World, to interpret Riddles; 
therefore, once more, heaven keep you. 

Duke. This will not do: your voice, your meen, your ſtature, be- 
tray you for the ſame I ſaw laſt night: you know the time and 

ce. 

*. You were not in this Chappel; and, I am bound by vom 
to ſtir no fart her. 

Duke, But you had too much wit to keep that vow, 

Luc. If you perſiſt, Sir, in this raving madneſs, 


I can bring witneſs of my innocence, [1: going; 
Duke, To ſave that labour, ſee if you know that hand, and let 
that juſtifie you. (Shows her Letter.) 


Luc, What do I ſee! my ruine is inevitable. 
Duke. You — merit it: 
You us d me ill, aud now ate in my pc wer. 
Lac 


FX 
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Luc, But I hope, are much too noble 
To deſtroy the Fame of a poor filly Woman? ; 
Duke, Then, in few words, for | am bred a Souldier, 
And muſt ſpeak plain, it is your Love Lask: 
If you deny, this Letter is produc'd 
You know the conſequence. 
Luc. — EY 
For, t are appearances againſt me, 
—— you hope I duiſt not ſhun you; 
Yer, could you ſee my heart, tis a white Virgin · Tablet, 
On which no CharaRers of earthly love 
Were ever writ: and, twixt the Prince and me; 
If there were any Criminal affection, 
May heaven this minute 
Duke, Swear not; I believe you: 
For could I think my Son had ere enjoy'd you, 
I ſhould not be his Rival, Since he has nor, 
I may have ſo much kmdneſs for my ſelf 
To wiſh that ys 
Luc, You ask me what I muſt not grant, 
Nor if low d you would: you know my vow of Chaſtity, 
Date. Yet again that ſenceleſs ent? 
The Vows of Chaſtity can ne're bebroken, 
Where Vows of ſecrecy are kept: thoſe I'll (wear with you, 
But tis enough, at preſent, you know my teſolut ion. 
I would perſwade, not force you to my Love 
And to that end I give you this nights reſpite. 
Conſider all, that you may fear or 3 
And think that on your grant, or your denial, 
Depends a double welfare, yours and mine, Ext, 
Luc, A double ruine rather, if I grant: For what can 1 
from ſuch a Father, when ſuch a Son betrayes me! Could I thi 
of all Mankind, that Frederick could be baſe. And, with the va- 
nity of vulgar Souls betray a Virgins fame: one who eſteem'd 
him, and I much fear did more than barely ſo But I dare not 
examine my ſelf farther , for fear of conſeſſing to my on thoughts, 
a tenderneſs of which he is unworthy, 


Entry 
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Enter Hippolicas 

Hip, I watch'd till your old Gallant was gone, to bring you news 
of your young one. A miſchief on theſe old dry Lovers, they are 
good for nothing but tedious talking; Well, yonder's the Prince 
at the Grate 3 I hope I need ſay no more to you, 

Lac. I'll come when I have recovet d my (elf a little. 
I am a wretched creature, Hippolite z the Letter 
I writ the Prince 

Hip. I know it, is faln into his Fathers hands by accident, He's 
as wretched as you too, Well, well, it ſhall be my part to bring you 
together; and then, if two young people that have opportunity, can 
be wretched and melancholy Ill go before and meet Aſca- 
mo. Exit, 

Luc. I am halfunsilling to go, becauſe I muſt was her 
Aſſignation wirh Aſcanio; but, for once, Ill meet the Prince in the 
Garden walk: I am glad however that he is leſs criminal than I 
thought him, [Extaunt, 


SCENE IV. 


The Nunnery- Garden. 


Hippolita, Aſcanio, meeting Laura and Violetta. 


Hip, I hear ſome walking this way. Who goes there? 

Las, We are the two new Penſioners, Laura and Violetta 

Hip. Go in, to your devotion: theſe undue hours of walking (a- 
your too much of worldly thoughts. 

Las, Let us retire to the Arbor, where, by this time, 1 believe 
our Friends are, Goodnight, Siſter. 

Hip. Good Angels guard you, [ Exit Laura and Violetta. 
Now, Brother, the coaſt is clear, and we have the Garden to our 
ſelves, Do you remember how you threatened me? but that's all 
one, How good ſoever the opportunity may be, ſo long as we two 
reſolve to be vertuous, | 15 

H ; Aſca- 
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Aſca, Speak for your ſelf, Siſter, for I am wickedly inclin'd, Yer, 
I confeſs, I have ſome remorſe, when 1 confider you are in Religi- 
on, 

Hip, We ſhould do very well to conſider that, both of us; for, 
indeed, What ſhould young people do, but think of Goodneſs and 
— —1 eſpecially when they love one another, and are alone too, 

ot 

Aſca, A curſe ont, here comes my Lord, and Zucretis, We 
might have accompliſh d all, oe by this time yer 
who the Devil would have thought they ve come ſo ſoon ? 
—— Ah [Sets bis Teeth, 

Hip, Who the Devil would have put it to the venture? This 
is alwayes the fault of you raw Pages: you that are too young, never 
uſe an opportunity 3 and we that are elder can ſeldome get one. 
Ah! [Sets her Teeth, 


Emter Frederick and Lucretia, 


Zac. I believe, indeed, it troubled you to loſe that Letter. 

Fred. So much, Madam, that I can never forgive my ſelf that 
negligence, ; 

Luc. Call it not ſo, twas but a caſualty, though, I confeſs, the 
conſequence is — — z and therefore have not both of us rea- 
ſon to defy Love, when we ſee a little Gallantry is able to produce ſo 
much miſchief, 

Fred. afide, Now cannot I, for my heart , bring out one word 
againſt this Love, 

Luc, Come, you are mute, upon a Subject that is both caſte and 
pleaſant, A man in Love is ſoridiculous a creature 

Fred, Eſpecially to thoſe that are not, 

Luc. True; for to thoſe that are, he cannot be ſo: they are like 
the Citizens of Bethlehem, who never find out one anothers Mad- 
deſs, becauſe they are all rainted, But for ſuch antient Fops, as 
(with reverence) your Father is, What reaſon can they have to be 
in Love ? 

Fred, Nay, your old Fop's unpardonable, that's certain 


But 
Lac. But What? Come, laugh at him. 


Fred, 
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- Fred, But, I conſider, he is my Father, I can't laugh at him. 

Lac. But, if it were another, we ſhould ſee how you would inſult 
over him, 

Fred, Ay, if it were another And yet I don't know nei- 
ther, tis no part of good nature to inſult : a man may be overta- 
ken with a or ſo, I know it by my ſelf, 

Luc, How, b ſelf ? you are not in love, I hope? 

Oh that he would confeſs firſt now ! [ Afode, 

Fred, But, if I were, I ſhould beloath to belaugh'd at. 

Luc, Since you are not in Love, you may the better counſel me: 
What ſhall I do with this (ame troubleſome Father of yours ? 

Fred, Any thing, but love him, 

Luc, But you know he has me ata Bay; my Letter is in his poſ- 
ſeſſion, and he may produce it to my ruine : therefore if I did allow 
him ſome little favour, to mollify him 

Fred, How, Madam? would you allow him Favours? I can ne- 
ver conſent to it: not the leaſt look or ſmile; they are all too pre- 
cious, though 3 to ſave his life. 

Luc. What, Not your Father? Oh that he wou'd confeſs he 
lov'd me firſt ! [ Aſide, 

Fred. What have I done? I ſhall betray my ſelf, and confeſs my 
love, to be —— at, by this hard- hearted Woman. LAſide. 
'Tis true, Madam, I had _ he is, indeed, my Father, and 
therefore you may uſe him as ind] 

Luc, He's inſenſible: now he inrages me, [ ſide, 
What if he propoſes to Marry me? I amnot yer profeſs'd, and 
twould be much to my advantage. 

Fred, Marry you! I had rather dye a thouſand deaths, than ſuffer 
it. 

Lac. This begins to pleaſe me. [ Aſide. 
But, Why ſhould you be ſo much = enemy ? 

Fred. Your enemy, Madam: Why, Do you deſire it ? 
"Luc, Perhaps I do, 


y as you-pleaſe, 


- Fred, Do it, Madam, ſince it pleaſes you ſo well, 


Luc, But you had rather dye, than ſuffer it. 
Fred, No, I have chang d my mind: I'll live, and not be con- 
cern'd at it. 
Luc, Do you contradict your ſelf ſo ſoon? Then know, Sir, I did 
H 2 intend 
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intend to do it; and I am glad you have given me advice ſo agreea- 
ble to my inclinations. 

Fred, Heaven ! that you ſhould not find ir out! I delivet d your 
Letter on ps to my Father, and 'twas my buſineſs, now, to come 
and mediate for him, 

Luc, Pray, then, carry him the news of his good ſucceſs. 

Adieu, ſweet Prince, 

Fred. Adieu, dear Madam. 

Aſca. Hey day! What will this come to? they have cozen d one 
another into a quarrel 3 juſt like friends in Fencing, a chance thruſt 
comes, and then they fall tot in earneſt. 

Hip, You and I, Brother, ſhall never meet upon even termes, if 
this be not piec d. Faces about, Madam, turn quickly to your 
Man, or by all that's virt uous, I'll call the Abbeſs, 

Aſca. 1 muſt not be fo bold with you, Sit; but, if you pleaſe, 
you may turn towards the Lady, and I ſuppoſe you would be glad I 
ary to you with more authority, to ſave the credit of your 
Wl: ; 

Wc Well, I'll ſhew her I date ſtay, if it be but to confront her 
ice. 

Luc. I am ſure I have done nothing to be aſham d of, that I 
ſhould need to run away, 

Aſca, Pray give me leave, Sir, to ask you but one queſtions 
— were you ſo unwilling that ſhe ſhould be Marry'd to your Fa- 

? - 


Fred, Becauſe then, her Friendſhip muſt wholly ceaſe, 
E Aſca. But, you may have her Friendſhip, when ſhe s Marry'd to 
m 


Fred. VVhat, when another had enjoy'd her? 
N — Viltorla, Victeria, he loves you, Madam; let him deny ic 
if he can. 

Luc, Fie, fie, love me, Aſcamo! I hope he would not forſwear 
himſelf, when he has rail'd ſo much againſt it. 

Fred. I hope I may love your mind, Madam; I may Love Spiri- 
tually. 

Hip, That's enough, that's enough: let him love the mind wich- 
out the body if he can. 


Aſca. Ay, ay, when the love is once come ſo far, that Spi. — 
Min 
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Mind will never leave pulling, and pulling, till it has drawn the 
beaſtly body after it. 

Fred, VVell, Madam, ſince I muſt confeſs it, ( though I expect 
to be — at, after my railing againſt Love} I do leve you all 
over, both Soul and Body, 

Aſca. Lord, Sir, VVhat a Tygreſs have you provok'd ! you may 1 
ſee the takes it to the death that you have made this declatat i- 


on. 

Hip. I thought where all her anger was: V Vhy do you not raile, 
Madam: Why do you not baniſh him ? the Prince expects it; he 
has = honeſtly, he has told you his Mind, and you make your 
worſt on t. 

Luc, Becauſe he does expect it, I am teſolv d I'll neither ſatisfhe 
him nor you; I will neither raile nor laugh: let him make his worſt 
of that, now, 

Fred, If L underſtand you tight, Madam, I am happy beyond 
either my deſerts or — . 

Luc, You may give my words what interpretation you pleaſe, Sir, 
I ſhall not envy you their meaning in the kindeſt ſence. But we are 
near the Jeſlamine-walk , there we may talk with greater freedom, 
becauſe tis farther from the Houſe. 

Fred, I wait you, Madam, [Exemnt, 


SCENE. V. 


Anrelian with « dark Lanthors , Camillo 
and Benito, 


Cam. So, we are ſafe got over into the Nunnery-Carden; for 
what's to come, truſt Love and Fortune, 

Aur, This muſt needs be the walk ſhe mention d; yet, to be ſure, 
FL hold the Lanthorn while you read the Ticket. 


Cam, reads, I prepar'd this Ticket, hoping to ſee you ja the 
—.— come this evening over the Garden-wall, on the right 
next the Tiber, . 
Aur, (We are right, I ſce.) 
Cos, 
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Cam. — only your diſcreet Benito with you , and I will meet 
you, attended by my faithful Beatrix, Violetta. 


Zen. Diſcreet Benito ! Did you hear that, Sir? 

Aur, Mortifie thy ſelf for that vain thought; and, without en- 
quiring intothe m of theſe words, which I aſſute thee were not 
meant to thee, plant thy ſelf by that Ladder without motion, to ſe- 
cure our retreat; and be ſure to make no noiſe, 

Zen, Bur, Sir, incaſe that 

Aar. Honeſt Berits, no more queſtions: Baffs is the word, Re- 
member, thou art only taken with us, thou haſt a certain 
evil Demon who conducts thy actions, and would have been ſure, 
by — damn'd accident or other, to have brought thee hither to 

us, 

Cam, I hear whiſpering not far from us, and I think tis Yioler- 
ta's voice. 

Aur, to Benito. Retire to your Poſt z avoid, good Sathan, 

E xit Benito, 


Enter Laura with 4 dark Lanthors hid, and Violetta. 


Cam, Ours is the honour of the Field, Madam 3 we are here be- 
fore you. 

þ Vo. Softly, dear friend, I think I hear ſome walking in the Gar- 
en. 

Cam, Rather, let us take this opportunity for your eſcape from 
hence; all things are here in readineſs. deſks & 

Vis, This is the ſecond time we e're have met; let us diſcourſe, 
and know each other better firſt: that's the way to make ſure of 
ſome love before-hand, for, as the world goes, we know not how 
little we may have when we are Marry'd, 

Cam, Loſſes of opportunity are fatal, in war, you know, and Love's 
a kind of warfare, 

Vis. I ſhall keep you yet a while from cloſe fighting, 

Cam, But, Do you know what an hour in Love is worth? Tis 
more precious than an Age of ordinary life 3 'tis the very Quinte- 
ſence and Extract of it. 

Vis. 


In 


CUM 
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vis. I do not like your Chymical preparation of love; yours is 
all Sprit, and will fly too ſoon: I muſt (ee it fix c, before I truſt 
But we are near the Arbor; now our out guards are ſet, let 

us retire a little, if you pleaſe, there we may talk more freely, 
[ Exteunt, 

Aur. to Laura My Ladies Woman, methinks you are very te- 
ſerv'd to night: pray advance into the Liſts; though I have ſeen 
your countenance by day, I can endure to hear you talk by night. 
1 and ſer your wit toſhow which is your beſt commod i- 
ty: it wil help the bettet to put off that drug, your Face. | 
| Las, The courſeſt ware will ſerve ſuch cuſtomers as you are: let 
it ſuffice, Mr, Servingman, that I have ſeen you too, Your face 
is the original of the uglieſt Vizors about Town; and for wit, 
I would adviſe you to ſpeak reverently of ir, as a thing you are ne- 
ver like to under ſtand. 

Ausr. Sure, Beatrix, you came lately from looking in your Glaſs, 
and that has given you a bad opinion of all faces, But fiance when 
am I become ſo notorious a fool: 

Las, Since yeſterday ; for rother night you talk'd like a man 
of ſence : I think your wit comes to you, as the ſight of Owles does, 
only in the dark, 

Aur, Why, When did you diſcourſe by day with me? 

Las, You have a ſhort memory, This afternoon, in the great 
ſtreet. Do you not remember when you talk d with Laura ? 

Aar. But what was that to Beatrix: 

Las. «fide. *Slite, I had forgot that I am Beatrix, 

But, pray, When did you find me out to be ſo ugly: 

Aur, This afternoon, in the Cha 

Las, That cannot be, for I well remember you were not there, 
Benito : I ſawnone but Camillo, and his friend the handſome ſtranger, 

Aur. aſide, Curſe on't, I have betray'd my elf, 

Las, I find are an Impoſtor; you are not the fame Bento: 
your age has nothing of the Serving-man, 

Aur. And yours, methinks, has not much of the Waiting · wo- 


man. 

Las. My Lady is abus d, and betray d by you : but I am refolv'd 
Tu diſcover who yon are, [ Holds out 4 Lant bern 10 him, 
How ? the Stranger ! 


Au 
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Aur, Nay, Madam, if you are good at that, I'll match you there 
too. [ Holds out bis Lanthors. 
O prodigy | Is Beatrix turn d to Laura? | 

| Las, Now the queſtion is, which of us two is the greateſt 
cheat? 

Aur, That's hardly to be try d, at ſo ſhort warning: Let's Mar- 
ry one another, and then, twenty to one, in a Twelve Moneth we 

| know, 

Las, Marry! Are you at that ſo ſoon, Signior ? Benito and Bea- 
trix, I confeſs, had ſome acquaintance; but Asrelianand Laura are 
meer ſtrangers. 

Aur, That ground I have gotten as Benito, I am refoly'd I'll keep 
as Awrelian, If you will take State upon you, I have treated you 
with Ceremony already ; for I have woo'd you by Proxy. 

Las, But you would not be contented to bed me ſo; or give me 
leave to put the Sword berwixt us, 

Aur, Yes, upon condition you'll remove it. 

Las, Pray let our Friencs be judge of it; if you pleaſe, we'll 
find em in the Arbor. 

Aur. Content; I am then ſure of the Verdict, becauſe the Jury 
is brub'd already, [_ Exeunt. 


SCENE VL 


Benito meeting Frederick, Aſcanio, Lucretia 
axd Hippolita, 


Ber. Knowing my own merits, as I do, tis not impoſſible but ſome 
of theſe Harlotry Nuns may love me: Oh, here's my Maſter! now 
if I could but put this into civil termes, ſo as to ask his leave, and 
not diſpleaſe him 

Aſca. I hear one talking, Sir. juſt by us. 

Ben, 1 am ſtoln from my poſt, Sir, but for one minute only, to de- 
mand permiſhon of you, ſince it is not in our Articles, that if any 
of thele Nuns ſhould caſt an eye or ſo 


Fred, 
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Fred, 'Slife, we are bettay d; but I'll make this Raſcal ſure, 
C Draws and runs at him. 
Ben, Help, Murder, Murder, [ Runs off. 


Enter Aurelian «rd Camillo; Laura and Violetta 
after them, 


Aur, That was Benito's voice: weate ruin'd. 
Cam. Oh, here they are; we muſt make our way. 
Aur, and the Prince make 4 Paſs or two confaſedly, and 
fehr off the Stage, The Women Schreek, 
Aſca, Never fear, Ladies, Come on, Sir; I am your Man, 
vr ſtepping back, This is the Prince's Page, I know his voice, 
Aſcanis? 
Aſca, Signior Camillo! 
Cam, It the Prince be here, tis Aurelian is engag'd with him, Let 
us tun in quickly, and prevent the miſchief, 
All gooff, A little Claſhing within, 


After which they all re- enter. 


Fred, to Aur, Thope you are not wounded, 
Aur. No, Sir; but infinitely griev'd that 
Fred. Nomore; 'twas a miſtake: but which way can we eſcape, 


the Abbeſs is coming, I ſee the Lights. 
Luc. You cannot go by the Gate then. Ah me, unfortu- 


nate! 
cam But over the Wall you may: we have a Ladder ready. 
Adieu, Ladies. Curſe on this ill luck, where we had juſt perſwa- 
ded em to go with us! 

Fred. Farewell, ſweet Lacretia, 

Las, Goodnight, Aurelian, 

Aar. I, it might have prov'd 2 good one: Faith, ſhall I ſtay, yet, 
and make it one, in ſpite of the Abbeſs, and all her Works: 

Las, The Abbeſs is juſt here; you will be caught 
In the Spiritual Trap, it you ſhould carry, 

Awr. That will be time enough when we two Marty, 

Exennt ſeveraly. 


[ = © © 


The Aſ. 1 gnation or, 


»ßmö — 4 


Act. V. Scans I. 


Enter Sophronia, Lucretia, Laura, Violetta. 


Soph. Y this, then, it appears you all are guilty; 
Only your ignorance of each others crimes 
Caus d firſt that tumult, and this diſcovery: 
_ Heavens, that I ſhould live to ſee this 
y! 
Methinks theſe Holy Walls, the Cells, the Cloyſters, 
Should all have ſtrook a ſectet horror on you: 
And when, with unchaſt thoughts, 
You trod theſe lonely walks, you ſhould have look d 
The venerable Ghoſt of our firſt Foundreſs 
Should with ſpread arms have met you in her Shroud, 
And frighted you from Sin, 
Lac. Alaſs, you need not aggravate our crimes, 
We know them to be great beyond excuſe, 
And have no hope, bur only from your mercy, 
Las, Love is, indeed, no plea within theſe Walls; 
But, fince we brought it hither, and were forc'd, 
Not led by out own choice, to this ſtrict life 
Vie, Too hard for our ſoft youth, and bands of love, 
Which we before had knit. 
Lat, mon — | Pity your blood, 
Which runs within our veins, and ſince Heaven puts it 
In your ſole power to ruine or to ſave, 
Protect us from the ſordid avarice 
Of our domeſtick Tyrant, who deſerves not 
That we ſhould call him Uncle, or you Brother. 
Sopb, It, as | might, with Juſtice I ſhould puniſh, 
No penance could be rigorous enough; 
But Iam willing to be more indulgent. 
None of you are Profels'd : and Iſce 


You 
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You are not fit for higher happineſs, 
You may have what you think the world can give you, 
Lac, Let us adore you, Madam, 


5 h, You Lucr 222 
I hallzini within, 


716. — But for us, Madam? 
Soph. For you, dear Neeces, I have long conſider d 
The injuries you ſuffer from my Brother, 
And I rejoyce it isin me to help you: 
I will endeavour, from this very hour, 
To put you both into your Lovers hands, 
Who, by your own confeſſion, have deſery'd you 
But ſo as (though tis done by my connivance) 
It ſhall not ſeem to be with my conſent. 
Las, You do an act of noble charity, 
And may juſt heaven reward it. 


Enter Hippolita and whiſpers Lucretia. 


Soph, Oh, you're a faithful Portreſs of a Cloyſter, 
What is't you whiſper to Lucretia ? 
On your Obedience tell me. 
Luc . ince you muſt know, Madam, 
[ have receiv'd a Courtſhip from the Prince 
Of Mantows, The reſt Hippolita may (peak. 
Hip. His Page Aſcanio is at the grate, 
To know, from him, how you had ſcap d this danger; 
An brings with him thoſe Habits ———— 
Soph. I find that here has been a long commerce. 
What Habits? 
Luc. I bluſhto tell you, Madam, They were Masking Habits, 
in which we went abroad. 
Soph, O ſtrange Impiery! Well, I conclude 
You are no longer for Religious cloathing: 
You would infect our Order, 
Luc, kneeling, Madam, you promis'd us forgiveneſs. 
Soph, I have done; for tis indeed too late to chide, 
Hip, With Aſcanio, there are two Gentlemen; Aurelian and Ca- 
I 2 mills, 
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mills I think they call themſelves, who came to me, recommended 
from the Prince, and deſit d to ſpeak with Laura and Violets, 

Soph, I think they are your Lovers, Neeces, 

Ni. Madam, they ate. 

Hip, But, for fear of diſcovery from your Unckle Maris, whoſe 
Houſe you know, joyns to the Monaſtery, are both in Maſque- 
rade, 

Soph. to Las- This nity muſt not be loſt, 

74 and Violetta. You two (hall take the Masking-habits inſtantly, 

And, in them, ſcape your jealous Unckle's eyes, 

When you are happy, make me ſo, 5 hearing your ſucceſs. 

Kiſſes them, Exceunt Lau, and Vio. 

Luc. A ſudden thought is ſprung withia my miad, 

Which, by the ſame indulgence you have ſhown, 

May make me happy too, I have not time 

To tell you now, for fear I loſe this unity, 

When I return from ſpeaking with Aſcanio, 

I ſhall declare the ſecrets of my Love, 


And crave your farther help, 
Soph, In all that virtue will permit you ſhall not fail to find it, 
Exn Lucretia. 


Hip, Madam, the fooliſh Fellow whom we took grows trouble- 
ſome ; What ſhall we do with him? 
—— Send for the Magiſtratez he muſt be puniſh'd —— 
Yet hold; that would betray the other ſecret. 
Let him be ſtrait turn'd out, on this Condition, 
That he preſume not ever to diſcloſe 
He was within theſe walls. Fl ſpeak with him: 


Come, and attend me to him, Exit Sophronia, 
Hip. You fit to bean Abbeſs * We that live out of the World, 


ſhould at leaſt have the common ſence of thoſe that live farr from 
Town , if a Pedler comes by em once a year, they will not let him 


go without providing themſelves with what they want. 
Exit after Sophronia, 


SCENE. 
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SCENE II. 


The Street. 


Aurelian, Camillo, Laura, Violetta: af in Mark- 


ing habits. 
Cam, This generolity of the Abbeſs is never to be forgot; and 
it is ky more to be d becauſe it was the leſs to be ex- 
pet 


Vis. At length, my Camillo, I ſee my ſelf ſafe within your Armes; 
and yet, methinks, I can never be enough ſecure of you: for, now I 
have nothing el ſe to fear, Iam afraid of you; I fear your conſtancy : 

ſay poſſeſſion is ſo dangerous to Lovers, that more of them 
die of Surfeits than of Faſting, 

Las, You'll be rambling too, Aurelian, I do not doubt it, if I 
would let yon; but Fil take care tobe as little a Wite, and as much 
a Miſtriſs to you, as is poſſible: I'll be ſure to be alwayes pleaſant, 
and never ſuffer you to be cloy d. 

Auer. You are certainly in the right: pleaſantneſs of humour 
makes a Wife laſt in the ſweet meat, when it will no longer in the 
Fruit. But pray let's make haſte to the next honeſt Prieſt, that can 
ſay Grace to us, and take our appetites while they are com- 


a, That way leads to the Auſtin-Fryers , there lives a Fa- 
ther of my acquaintance, . 

Las, | have heard of him; he has a mighty ſtroke at Matri- 
monies, and mumbles em over as faſt, as if he were teaching us to 
forget em all the while, 


Enter. 


11 
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Enter)Benito, and over-hears the laſt ſpeech. 


Ben. Cappari; that's the voice of Madam Laura. 

Now, Benito, is the time to repair the loſt honour of thy wit, and te 
blot out the laſt adventure of the Nunnery, 

Vio. That way I hear company; let's go about by this other 
ſtreet, and ſhun em. 

Ben. That voice I know too; tis the younger Siſter, Violetta s. 
Now have theſe two molt treacherouſly convey'd themſelves out of 
the Nunnery, for my Maſter and Camillo, and given up their perſons 
to thoſe lewd Raſcals in Maſquerade, but I'll prevent em. Help 
there, Thieves and Raviſhers, villanous Maskers, ſtop Robbers, ſtop 
Raviſhers. 

Cam, We are purſu'd that way, let's take This ſtreet. 

Las, Save your (elves, and leave us, 

Cam, We'll rather dye than leave you. 


Enter at ſeveral doors Duke of Mantoua and Guards, 
and Don Matio and Servants, with Torches, 


Aer. So, now the way is ſhut up on both fides, We'll dye mer- 
tily however: have at the faireſt, 
Aurelian and Camillo fall pon the Dukes Guards , and art 
ſeiz'd behind by Mario's Servants, At the drawing of 
Swords, Benito runs off, 
Dale. Are theſe inſolencies uſu —_— in Rome by night? 
it has the fame of a well-govern'd City 3 and methinks, Don M- 
ris, it does ſomewhat reflect on you to ſuff:r theſe Diſorders, 
Mar. They are not to be hinder'd inthe Carnival: you ſee, Sir, 
they have aſſum'd thePriviledge of Maskers, 
Las, to Au, If my Unckle know us, we are ruin d; therefore be 
ſure you do not ſpeak. 
Date. How then can we be ſatisſy d this was not a device of 
Masking, rather than a deſign of Raviſhing: 
Mar. Their accuſer is fled, I ſaw him run at the beginning of the 
ſcuffie3 but I'll examine the Ladies. 


Vis, 
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le, Now we are loſt. 
Duke coming near Laura takes notice of her Habit. 
Duke afide. Tis the ſame, tis the ſame, I know Zucretia by her 
Habit: I'm ſure I am not miſtaken, Now, Sir, you may ceaſe your 
examination, I know the Ladies, 
Amr. to Cam. How the Devil does he know em? 
Cam. Tis alike to us; they are loſt both wayes, 
Duke taking) Madam, you may contels our (elf to me, What- 
Lara aſide, — = _ — in leaving the Nunnery, your 
reputation ſhall be ſafe. not diſcover you, provided you 
— happineſs I laſt requeſted. vs: fact 
Las, I know nor, Sir, how you could poſſibly come to know me, 
or of my deſign in quitting the Nunnery; but this I know, that 
my Siſter and my ſelf,are doth unforruntte, except your Highneſs 


be pleas d to protect us from our Unckle; at leaſt, not to diſcover 


us. 

Date. His Holineſs your Mackle, ſhall never be acquainted with 
your flight, on Condition you will wholly renounce my Son, and give 
your ſelt to me. 

Las Alaſs, Sir, For whom do you miſtake me? 

Duke, I. miſtake you not, Madam: I know you for Lucretie. 
You forget that your Diſguiſe betrayes you, 

Las, Then, Sir, I perceive I muſt diſabuſe you: if you pleaſe 
to withdraw a little that I may not be ſeen by others, I will pull off 
my Mask, and diſcover to you that Lecretiaand | have no reſem- 
blance, but only in our misfortunes, 

Duke. Tis in vain, Madam, this diſſembling: I proteſt if you 
pull oft your Mask, I will hide my Face, and not look upon you, to 
convince you that I know you. 


Enter Benito, 


Ben. So, now the fray is over, a man may appear again with ſafety? 
Oh, the Rogues are caught I ſee, an the Damiels deliver'd. This 
was the effect of my valou at the ſecond hand. 

Awr, Look, look, Camillo, it was my perpetual Fool that caus'd 
all this, and now he ſtands yonder, lau hing at his miſchief, as the 
Devil is pictut d, grinning behind the Wucli upon the Gallows, 

Bev, 
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Bey, to Mario, I (ee, Sir, you have got your Women, and I am 
glad on't: I took em juſt flying from the Nunnery, 

Duke to Law, You ſee that Fellow knows you too. 

Mar, Were theſe Women flying from a Nunnery ? 

Ben, Thele Women? Hey day! then, ic ſeems, you do not 
know they are your Neeces, 

Duke, His Neeces, ſay you? Take heed, Fellow, you ſhall be pu- 
niſh'd ſeverely if you miſtake, 

Cam, Speak to Benito in time, Aurelian, 

Aar. The Devil's in him, he's running down-hill full ſpeed, and 
there is no ſtopping him, 

Mar, My Neeces ? 

Ben. Your Neeces * Why, Do you doubt it? I praiſe Heaven 
I never met but with twa halt- wits in my life, and my Maſter's one 
of em; I will not name the other, at this time. 

Date. Ifay. they are not they. 

Ben, I am (ure they are Laara and Violetta, and that thoſe two 
Rogues were running away with em, and that I believe with their 
conſent. 

Vis. Siſter, Tis in vain to deny our ſelyes; you ſee our ill fot- 
rune purſues us unavoidably. - [Turning up her Maſque, 
Yes, Sir, we are Laura and Yioletts, whom you have made unhappy 
by your Tyranny, 

Las, iwrning) And theſe two Gentlemen are no Raviſhers , 
up ber Mask. but 

Ben. How, no Raviſhers ? yes, to my knowledge, they are 


As he ſpeaks, Autelian pulls off his Mask. 


no Raviſhers, as Madam Laura was ſaying 3 but two as honeſt Gen- 
tlemen as ere broke bread: My on dear Maſt-r, and fo forth! 


Runs to Aurelian, who thraſts him back, 


Enter Valerio, and whiſpers the Duke, giving him 4 Taper, 
which he reads , and ſeemes pleas d. 


Mar. Aurelian and Camillo: -ÞIl (ee you in ſate cuſtody, and, 
tor 
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for, theſe Fugitives, go, carry em to my Siſter, and deſire her to have 
a bettet care of her Kinſwomen, 

Vie. We ſhall live yet to make you refund our Portions, Fare- 
well Camillo; comfort your ſelf; remember there's but a Wall be- 
twixt us. 

Law, And Ill cut through that Wall with Vineger, but I'll come 
to you, Au4chan, 

Aur. Til cut through the Grates with 4qe«-forts,but Ill meet you, 
Think of theſe tliings, and deſpair and dye, old Gentleman, | 

Aurelian 224 Camillo are carry'd off on one fide, and 
Laura and Violetta on the ctber. 

Ren, All things go croſs to men of ſence: would I had been born 
with the brains of a Shop-keeper, that I might have thriven with 
out knowing why Idid fo, Now mult I tollow my Maſter to the 
Priſon, and, like an ignorant Cuſtomer that comes to buy, muſt at- 
fer him my back-fide, tell him I cruſt to his honeſty, and defire him 
to pleaſe himſelf, and ſo be ſatisſy d. [ Exit, 

Duke to Valerio, 1 am overjoy'd, I'll ſee her immediately: now my 
buſineſs with Don Maris is at an end, I need not deſite his company 
to introduce me to the Abbeſs, this A ſſignation from Lucretia ſhows 
me a nearer way, Noble Don io, it was my buligeſs when this 
accident happen'd in the ſtreet to have made you a viſit z but now 
I am prevented by an occaſion which calls me another way. 

Mar, I tecrive the intention of that honour as the greateſt hap- 
pineſs that cou'd befall me: in the mean time, if my attendance — 

Duke, By no means, Sir, I muſt of neceſſity go in private, and 
therefore, it you pleaſe, you ſhall omit the ceremony. 

Mar, A happy even to your Highneſs, Now will I go to my 
Siſter the Abbels, betore I fleep, and defire her to take more care ot 
her Flock, or, for all our Relation, I (ball make complaint, and ingea- 
your to eaſe her of her charge, [ Exit, 

Duke. So, now we are alone, What (aid Locretia ? 

Val. When firſt I p eſs d her to this Aſſignation, 

She ſpoke like one in doubt what ſhe ſhould do; 

She demur'd much upon the decency ot it, 

And ſomewhat too the ſeem d to urge, of her 

Engagement to the Prince: in ſhorr, Sir, 

I perceiv'd her wavering; and clos d with the opportunity, 
K Duke 
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Date. O, when women are once irreſolate, betwixt the former 
love and the new one, they are ſure to come over to the latter: the 
wind, their neareſt likeneſs, ſeldome chops about to return into the 
old corner. 

Yal. In concluſion, ſhe conſented to the interview, and for the 
reſt, I urg d it not, for I ſuppoſe ſhe will hear reaſon ſooner from 
your mouth *han mine, 

Dake, Her Letter is of the ſame tenor with her Diſcourſe , full 
of doubts and doubles, like a hunted Hare when ſhe's near tyt'd. 
The Garden, you ſay, is the place appointed? 

Val. It is, Sit ; and the next hout the time: but, Sir, I 
fear the Prince your Son will never bear the loſs of her with 
patience, 

Duke, Tis no matter; let the young Gallant ſtorm to night, 
to morrow he departs from Rome, 

Val. That, Sir, will be ſevere, 

— — — Rect: bniey cpdngrem s 

:I know it to the quick; but he's too a 
Rival: the Souldiers love him too; when he's abſent they will re- 
ſpect me more, [ Exeunt Guards. 


ut 1 defer my happineſs too long 3 diſmiſs my Guards there, 
The pleaſures of old age brook no delay: 


Seldome they come, and ſoon they fly away, [ Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 
Prince and Aſcanio, 


Fred. Tis true, he is my Father; but when Nature 

E dead in him, Why it live in me: 

What have I done, that I am baniſh'd Rome, 

The Worlds delight, and my Souls joy Lacretia, 
And ſent to reel with midnight Beaſts in Alain ? 
I cannot, will not bear it. 

Aſes, Im ſure you need not, Sir: the Army is all yours; 
they wiſh a youthful Monarch, and will reſent your icju- 
les. 

Fred. 
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Fred. Heaven forbid it. And yet I cannot loſe Lacretia, 
There's ſomething I would do, and yet would ſhun 
The ill that muſt attend it. 

Aſes, You muſt reſolye, for the time preſſes, She told me, this 
hour, ſhe had ſent for your Father: what (he means I know nor, 
for ſhe ſeem d doubtful, and would not tell me her inten- 
tion. 

Fred. If the be falſe; yet, Why ſhould I ſuſpect her? yet, 
Why ſhould I not : ſhe's a Woman; that includes ambition, and 
inc : then, ſhe's rempted high: 'twere unreaſonable toex- 
pect ſhe ſhould be faithful: well, ſomerhing I have reſoly'd and will 
_ it inſtantly : and if my Friends prove faithful I ſhall prevent 

e worlt, 


Enter Aurelian and Camillo gearded, 


Aurelias and Camillo: How came you thus attended ? 

Cam. You may gueſs at the occaſion, Sit; purſuing the adven- 
ture which brought us to meet you in the Garden, we were taken by 
DonMarro, 

Aur, And, as the Devil would have it, when both we and our 
Miſtreſſes were in expectation of a more pleaſant lodging. 

Fred. Faith, that s very hard, when a man has chains prim'd, 
and taken aim, to be hinder'd of his ſhoot——Souldiers, releaſe 
theſe Gentlemen; III anſwer it. 

Cap. Sir, we dare. not diſobey our Orders: 

Fred. Tl ſtand betwixt you and danger. la the mean time take 
this, as an acknowledgment of the kindneſs you dome, 

Cap, Ay, marry, there's Rhetorique in Cold: Who can deny 
theſe arguments? Sir, you may diſpoſe ot our priſoners as you pleaſe 
we'll uſe yourname it we are call'd in queſtion, 

Fred. Do ſo, Good-night good Souldiers, ¶ FExcunt Seuldicrs, 
Now, Gentlemen, no thanks, you'll find occaſion inſtantly to te- 
imburſe me of my kindnels, 


Cam. Nothinz but want of liberty could have hinder'd us from 
ſerving you, 


K 2 Fred, 
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Fred, Meet me, within this half hour, at our M 1 andif, 
in the mean time, you can pick up a dozen of good Fellows, who 
Care venture their lives bravely, bring them with you. 

As. I hope the Cauſe is bad too, otherwiſe we ſhall not deſerve 
our thanks: may it be for demoliſhing that curſed Monaſtery, 
Fred. Come, Aſcaxio, follow me. [ Exeunt ſeveraly, 


SCENE IV. 
The Nunnery-Garden. 


Duke, Lucretia, 


Luc. In making this appointment, 
I go too far, for one of my profeſſion , 
But I have a divining Soul within me, 
W hich tells me, truſt tepos d in noble natores 
Obliges them the more, 
Doke. I come to be commanded, not to govern, 
Thoſe few ſoft words you ſent me, have quite alter'd 
5 nature; if it ſtill be violent, 
Iss only fierce and eager to you, 
Like ſome impetuous flood, which Maſter'd once, 
_ — force bends backward, _ 
The place of Treaty ſhows you ſtrongeſt here ; 
For ſtill the — ſues for ce abroad, 
While the proud Victor makes his termes at home, 
Luc, That peace, I ſee, will not be hard ro make 
When either fade ſhows confidence of noble dealing 
From the other, 
Puke, And this, (ure, is our cafe, ſince both are met alone. 
Loc. Tis mine, Sir, more than yours, 
To meet you ſingle, ſhows I cruſt your virtue; 
But you appear diſtruſtful of my Love, 
Duke You wrong me much, I am not. 
Lac. Excuſe me, Sir, you keep a curb uf on me: 
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You awe me with a Letter, which you hold 
As Hoſtage of my Love; and — 
Are ne'r tequit d but from ſuſpected Faith, 
Duke We are not yet in termes of perfect peace; 
When &'re you pleaſe to ſeal the Articles, 
Your pledge ſhall be reſtor'd. 
Luc, That were the way to keep us ſtill at diſtances 
For what we fear, we cannot truly love, 
Duke, But how can I be then ſecure, that when 
Your fear is ore your love will ſtill continue ? 
Luc, Make tryal of my gratitude, you'll find 
I can acknowledge kindneſs, 
Duke, But that were to forego the faſter hold 
To take a looſe, and weaker, 
Would you not judge him mad who held a Lion 
In chainz of Steel, and chang'd e m for a twine: 
Lac, Burt love is ſoft, 
Not of the Lion's nature, but the Dove's , 
An Iron chain would hang too heavy on a tender neck, 
Dake, Since on one fide there muſt be confidence, 
— may not | expect, as well as you, 
To have it plac d in me? Repoſe your truſt 
Upon my Royal word. 
Luc, As tis the priviledge of womankind 
That men ſhould court our 
And make the firſt advances, ſo it follows 
That you ſhould firſt oblige; for tis our weakneſs 
Gives us more cauſe of fear, and therefore you, 
Who are the er Sex, ſhould fi: ſt ſecure it. 
Duke. 7 — . 1 talk of fear from me, 
I may as well ſu gn from you, 
Lac. Deſign 2 ing you my Love more freely, 
Of making you a Title to my heart, 
Where you by force would reign. 
Duke, O that I could believe you ! but your words 
Are not enough diſorder'd for true love; 
They are not plain, and hearty, as are mine; 
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You promiſe all, but give me not one proof 
Ot love before; not the leaſt earneſt of it. 
Lac, And, What is then this midnight converſation * 

Theſe ſilent hours divided from my ſleep: 

Nay, mote; ſtoln from my Prayers wich Sacriledge, 

And here transfer d to you? This guilty hand, 

Which ſhould be us d in dropping holy Beads, 

But now, bequeath'd to yours? This beaving heart, 

W hich only ſhould be throbing for my fins, 

But which now beats uneven time for you? 

Theſe are my arts ! and theſe are my deſigns ! 

Duke, I love you more, Lucretia, than my Soul; 

Nay, than yours too, for I would venture both 

That I might now enjoy you; and if what 

You ask me did not make me fear to loſe you, 

Though it wereeven my life, you ſhould not be deny d it. 
Luc. Then I will ask no more. 

Keep my Letter, to upbraid me with it 

To Say, when I am ſully' d with your Luſt, 

And fit to be forſaken, Go, Locretia, 

To your firſt love; for this, for > leave you, 
Duke. Oh, Madam, never think that day can come! 
Luc. It muſt, it wi'l, I read it in your looks; 

You will betray me when I'm once engag'd. 

Duke. It not my Faith, your Beauty will ſecure you, 
Luc. My Beauty is a Flower upon the ſtalk, 

Goodly to ſee, but, gather d for the ſcent, 

And once with eagerneſs preſs d to your noſtrils, 

The (weet's drawn out, tis thrown with ſcorn away, 

But I am glad I find you out ſo ſoon: 

I ſimp'y lov d, and meant (with ſhame I own it) 

To truſt my Vi g a- honout in your hands; 

I 2sk'd not wealth, for hire; and, but oy chance, 

(1 wonder that I _ on't ) beg'd one tryal, 

And, bur for form, to have pretence to yield, 

And that you have deny'd me, Farewell: I could 

Have lov'd you, and yet, perhaps, I 
Duke. O ſpeak, ſpeak out, and do nor drown that word, 
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It ſeem d as if it would have been a kind one, 
And yours ate much too precious to be loſt, 
Luc, Perha cannot yet leave loving you, 
There twas. But I recall'd ic in my mind, 
And made it falſe before 1 gave it Ayr, 
Once more, farewell I wonnot ; 
Now I can ſay I wonnor, wonnot love you. [ Going, 
Duke. You (hall; and this ſhall be the Seal of my aſſection. 
[Gives the Letter. 
There, take it, my Lucretia; I give it with more joy, 
Than I with grief receiv'd ir, 
Luc, Good night; Ill thank you for't ſome other time, 
Duke, You'll not abuſe my love? 
Luc, No; but ſecure my Honour, 
Duke, TIl force it from your hands, [ Lucretia runs, 
Luc, Help, help, or I am raviſh'd ; help, for heavens fake, 


Hippolita, Laura, and Violetta within, is 
ſeveral places, 


Within, Help, help Zucretiaz they bear away Lucretia by 
force- 
Duke, I think there is a Devil in every corner, 


Emer Valerio, 


val. Sir, the defign was lay d on purpoſe for you, and all the 
women plac'd ro cry, Make away; avoid the ſhame for hea- 
yens ſake. 

Duke going, O, I could fire this Monaſtery ! 


Enter Frederick and Aſcanio, 


(Frederick eatring ſpeaks 45 to ſome behind him) 
_ Pain of your hves, let none of you preſume to enter but 
my (elf, 
Duke, My Son! O, I could burſt with ſpite, and dye with ſhame, 
to be thus apprehended ! this is the baſeneſs and cowardiſe of guilt: 
an 
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an Army now were not ſo dreadful to me as that Son, o te whom the 
right of Nature gives me power. 

Fred. Sir, I am come 

Duke, To laugh at firſt, and then to blaze abroad 
The weakneſs, and the follies of your Father. 

Val. Sir, he has Men in Armes attending him, 

Date. I know my doom then, You have taken a popular occa- 
Gon Iam now a raviſher of chaſtity , fit to be made priſoner firſt, 
and then depos'd, 

Fred. You will not hear me, Sir, 

Duke. No, I confeſs I have deſerv'd my fate; 

For, What had theſe gray haires to do with Love? 
Or, if th' unſeemly folly would poſſeſs me, 
Why ſhould 1 chooſe to make my Son my Rival : 

Fred, Sir, you may add you baniſh'd me from Rome, 
And from the light of it, Lacretia s eyes, 

Dake, Nay, if thou aggravar'ſt my crimes, thou giv'ſt 

Me tight to juſtify*em : thou doubly art my ſlave, 
Both Son and Subject. I can do thee no wrong, 
Nor haſt thou right t'atraign or puniſh me: 

But thou inquit ſt into thy Fathers yeais; 
Thy ſwift ambition could not ſtay my death, 
But muſt ride poſt to Empire, Lead me now: 
Thy crimes have made me guiltleſs to my (elf, 
And given me face to bear the publick ſcorn, 
You have a guard without? 

Fred. | have ſome friends. 

Duke, Speak plainly your intent. 
I love not a ſophiſticated truth, 
With an ally of lye int, 

Fred. kneeling, This is not, Sir, the poſture of a Rebel, 
But of a ſupp iant, if the Name of Son 
Be too much honour to me. 

What firſt I purpos d, I ſcarce know my ſelf. 
Love, anger, and Revenge then rowl'd within me, 
And ver, ev'n then, I was not tu::y'd farther 
Than to preſerve my own- 
Duke, — Your ewa | What mean you? 
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Viz 


p — 
Love in a Nunnery. 7; 
Fred. My Love, and my Lacretia ; which I thoughe 
In my then boyling paſſion, you purſu'd 
With ſome injuſtice, and much violence; 
This led me to repell that force by force, 
"Twas eafie to ſurprize you, when I knew 
Of your intended viſit. 
Duke, Thank my folly, 
Fred, But reaſon now has teaſſum d its place, 
And makes me ſee how black a crime it is 
To ule a force upon my Prince and Father. 
Dake, You give me hope you will reſign Lucretia. 
Fred. Ah no: I never can reſign her to you: 
But, Sir, I can my life: which, on my knees, 
I tender, as thattoning Sacrifice. 
Or if your hand (becauſe you are a Father) 
Be loath to take away that lite you gave, 
I will redeem your crime, by making it 
My own: So you ſhall ſtill be innocent, and l 
Dye bleſs d, and unindebted for my being, 
Duke embracing him. O Frederick, you are too much a Son, 
And I too lictle am a Father : You, 
And you alone, have merited Lucretia. 
Tis now my only grief, 
I can do nothing to require this virtue; 
For to reſtore her to you 
Is not an act of generoſity, 
But a ſcant, niggard Juſtice, yet I love her 
So much, that even this little which I co 
Is like the bounty of an Ukurer 3 
High to be priz'd from me, 
Becauſe tis drawn from ſuch a wretched mind. 
Fred, Aiß ing his hands, You give me now a ſecond, better lifes 
But, that the gift may be more eaſie to you, 
Conſid r, Sir, Lucretia did not Love you: 
I fear to {ay ne'r would, 
Duke. You do well, to help me to o'recome that difficulty: 
Ti weigh that, too, hereafter, For a love, 
So violent as mine, will ask long time, 
And much of reaſon, to effect the cure. 
L My 
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My preſent care ſhall be to make you happy; 


For that will make my wiſh impoſſible, 
And then the remedies will be more eaſie. 


Enter Sophronia, Lucretia, Violetta, Laura, Hippolita. 
Soph, I have, with joy, o'rcheard this happy change, 
And come, with bleſſings, to applaud your conqueſt, 
Over the greateſt ot Mankind, your ſelf, 
Duke, I hope twill be a full, and laſting one, 


Luc, kneeling, Thus, let me kneel, and pay my thanks and 
duty. 


Both to my Prince, and Father? 

Duke, Kale, riſe, too charming Maid; for yet I cannot 

Call you Daughter: that firſt name, Lucreria, 

Hangs on my lips, and would be ſtill pronounc'd, 

Look not too kindly on me; one ſweet glance, 

Perhaps, would ruine both: therefore, I'll go 

And try to get new ſtrength to bear your eyes, 

Till chen, Farewell, Be (ure you love my Frederick, 

And do not hate his Father, Exeunt Duke «and Valerio. 

Fred, at the door, Now, friends, you may appear, 

Enter Aurelian, Camillo, Benito. 
Your pardon, Madam, that we thus intrude 
Oa holy ground: your (elf beſt know it could not 
Be avoided, and it ſhall be my care it be excus'd. 

Soph, Though Soveraign Princes bear a priviledge, 

Of entring when they pleaſe within our walls, 
In others, 'tis a crime paſt diſpenſation : 

And therefore, to avoid a publick ſcandal, 

Be pleas d, Sir, to retire, and quit this Garden. 

Aar. We ſhall obey you, Madam: Bur, that we may do it with 
leſs regret, we hope you will give theſe Ladies leave to accompa- 
ny us. 

SR They ſhall. 

And Neeces, for wy ſelf, Tonly ask you 

To juſtify my conduct to the world, 

That none may think I have betiay d a truſt, 
But freed yeu from a Tyranny, 


Lav, Our duty binds us toacknowledge it. 
Cam, 
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Cam, And our gratitude, to witneſs it. 

Vio. With a holy, and laſting remembrance of your fayour, 

Fred. And it ſhall be my care, either by reaſon to bend your 
Unckle's will, or, by my Father's intereſt , to force your Dowry 
trom his hands, 

Ben, to Ar. Pray, Sir, let us make haſte over theſe Walls again, 
theſe Gardens are unlucky tome: I have loſt my reputation of Ma- 
fick in the one of em, and of wit in the other. 

Anr. te Las, Now, Laura, you may take your choice betwixt 
the two Benito s, and conſider whether you had rather he ſhould Se- 
renade you in the Garden, or I in Bed tonight. 

Las. You may be ſure I ſhall give Sentence for Benito; for, the 
effe of your Serenading would be to make me pay the Muſick nine 
Moneths hence, 

Hip. to Aſcs, You ſee, Brother, here's a General Jayle-delivery : 
there has been a great deal of buſtle and diſturbance in the Cloyſter 
to night; enough to diſtract a Soul which is given up, like me, to 
contemplation: and therefore, if you think fit, I could een be con- 
tent to retire, with you, into the World z and, by way of Penance, to 
Marry you; which, as Husbands and Wives go now, is a greater Mor- 
tification than a Nunnery, 

Aſca. No, Siſter, it you love me, keep to your Monaſtery: Tl 
come now and then to the Grate and beg you a Recreation. But I 
know my ſelt ſo well, that, it I had you one twelve Moneth in the 
world, I ſhould run my (elf into a Cloyſter, to be rid of you. 

Soph, Neeces, once more farewell, Adieu, Lacreria: 

My wiſhes and my prayers attend you all, 

Luc, to Fred. I am ſo fearful, 

That, though I gladly tun to your embraces, 
Yet, ventring in the World a ſecond time, 
Methinks I put to Sea ina rough ſtorm, 
VVith ſhipwracks round about me, 

Fred, My Deat, be kinder to your ſelf, and me, 
And let not fear fright back our coming joyes ; 
For we, at length, ſtand reconcil'd to tate: 

And now to tear, when to ſuch bliſs we move, 
VVere not to doubt our Fortune, but out Love, 


Epilogue, 


Epilogue. 


Ome have expeSied from our Bills to day 
To find a Satyre in our Poet's Play. 
The Zealous Rout from Coleman-ſtreet did run, 
To ſee the Story of the Fryer and Nun. 
Or Tales, yet more Ridiculous to hear, 
Vouch'd by their Vicar of Ten pounds a year; 
Of Nuns, who did againſt Temptation Pray, 
And Diſcipline laid on the Pleaſant way : 
Or that to pleaſe the Malice of the Town, 
Our Poet ſhould in ſome cloſe Cell hade ſhown 
Some Siſter, Playing at Content alone : 
This they did hope; the other fide did fear, 
And both you ſee alike are Couzen'd here. 
Some thought the Title of our Play to blame, 
They lil d the thing, but yet abhor'd the Name : 


Like Modeſt Puncks, who all you ash afford, 
But, for the World, they would not name that word. 


Tet , if youll credit what I heard hin, ſay, 

Our Poct meant no Scandal in bis Play; 

His Nuns are good which on the Stage are ſhown, 
Aud, ſure, behind our Scenes you lt look far noue. 
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